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CHIPMAN JEWELRY 
COMPANY 


36 West Center Street 


| A Rare Opportunit 
Overstocked Sale “6°. CPaupENy 
25 pct. discounton all Jewelry except Diamonds and Watches. 


50 pct. discount on onr entire line of China 
Yours for a square deal. 


a a SS 
WHEN GIVING CLASS OR GLUB PARTIES, CALL AT HO OVER’S AND SEB OUR REMODELED PARLORS FO 
PRIVATE PARTIES 


KODAK > 


Choose your subject, press the 
bulb and—the Kodak does the 
rest. 

The Kodak all-by-daylight way 


is simplicity itself. No exper- 


ience needed, no limit to 


Kodak and Brownie Cameras. 
PHOTOGRAPHERS 


Olson & Hafen 


results, 
We carry a complete line of 


WEST END 
CONFECTIONERY 


The Place to Get Your 
HOME-MADE CANDIES 
Made Fresh Every Day. 
CORNER FOURTH WEST AND 
CENTER STREETS. 


5 FOR YOUR DEN 


Beautiful College Pennaats 
YALE and HARVARD 
Each 9 in. x 24 in. 
PRINCETON, CORNELL, 
MICHIGAN 
Each 7 in. x 21 in. 
4—Pennants, Size 12x30 in.—4 
Any Leading College of 
Your Selection. 

All of our best quality, in their 
proper colors, with colored em- 

blems., 

Hither assortment, for limit- 
ed time, sent postpaid for 50 
cents and five stamps to cover 
shipping costs. 

Write us for prices before 
placing orders for felt novel- 
ties of all kinds. 

THE GEM NOVELTY Co. 

84-31 Bittner Street, 
Dayton, Ohto, 
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nel 
SWwrrcHikes 
Made at 
EAST END HAIR BAZAAR 
at following prices: 


For Strand Switch, ordinary 
Sige lace ces hae Cs eee s 1.00 
$1.25 


Extra large ..-.--sseeees 
Three Strand, made separate 
ET RR eee chan eeu ce $1.50 


These rates for limited time 
only, 
Call us at Phone 353-R. 
518 E. CENTER ST. 


X’ MAS 
CARDS 


AND 


PRESENTS 


The Rare Kind 
PICTURES 


(Framed and Unframed) 


MAIBEN 
GLASS & PAINT CO. 


272 West Center Sti eet 


Archbold Bicyéle 


Company 
BICYCLES AND REPAIRING 
We repair Guns, Typewriters, 
Locks and ail kinds of light 

machinery. 
172 W. CENTER. PHONE 171. 


Wilford Pens 


Dealer in 


Seeds and 


Groceries 


Bulbs, Gardene Tools, Lawn 


Mowers and Rubber’ Hose; 

Conke Supplies and Feeds. 

The largest assortment. of 
Toys south of Salt Lake. 
ALWAYS ON DISPLAY 
338-340-342 W. CENTER, 


No Better Corn Popped 
No Corn Better Popped 
No Better Pop Corn 


Cory’s Corn 


rw Fight-(h. 


Provo Greenhouse 


Hedquist Drug Co. 


Gwo Rexall Stores 
Kodak Supplies Candies 
Stationery | 


THIS SPACE RESERVED 


PROVO ICE & COLD STORAGE 
COMPANY 


YO want the very best meat 
that you can get for your 
money— 

YOU want your groceries fresh 
to give perfect satisfac- 
‘tion— 

YOU want your odrers deliver- 
ed immediately— 


THAT is what you get when 
you trade at 


The Sutton Market 


CHOICE BOTTLED FRUIT, 
JAMS AND JELLIES 
For Sale at 


AVENUE CAFETERIA 


Let Us Furnish Your Lemon, 
Mince, or Gream Pies. 
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HOOVER’S FOR LIGHT LUNCHES, OYSTERS, HOT TAMALES AND CGHILI CON CARNE. COME JUST TO 
LOOK AT OUR NEW AND REMODELED PARLORS. HOOVER’S PALACE OF SWEETS (Successors to Startups) 


A CHECKING ACCOUNT ISAN ADVANTAGE 
Checks are CLEAN, CONVENIENT and BUSINESSLIKE, 
They add to your PRESTIGE, COMFORT and SECURITY. Returned to you, cancelled by the bank they 


for mthe best receipt for bills paid, you don’t have to pay a bill twice. 
It will pay you in a great many ways to establish and maintain an account with a reliable institution like 


the Farmers’ and Merchants’ Bank. We appreciate the students’ business. 


THE FARMERS & MERCHANTS BANE 


Our Telephone is No. 2 sie See! ot We. Mages | 


and Persians that it Be 


You need no longer take time and Not Alterd—That the 
energy to do your shopping in person Dangerfield JONES ABSTRACT CO 
TELEPHONE US YOUR ORDER Bimtinge-ompany || Aayne uct loans 


Your Abstracts, Convey- 
ances, and Loan You 


Money if You Need it. 
a rovo Hardware es Office 59 East Center 


We deliver anything anywhere anytime 


CASH TELLS THE STORY AT 


Ora, PA ee Colt OLR Y SLOREe 


140 WEST CENTER PHONE 27 and 28 


PHONE 77. AHLANDER AUTO CARRIAGE 


P EF 2 Excelsior Roller RIPAIR CO. 
rovo Foundry & : 
: Mills We do all kinds of Rubber Tire 
Machine Co. sie ures & Work, Bicycle Repairing and 
(Incorporated) Supplies. All kinds of Ma- 
Thomas F. Pierpont, Manager. FLOUR AND ALL KINDS OF terial on hand. All work 
Modern Heating and Pluming, FEED guaranteed. 
Automobile Sale, Repair and HOOVER BROS, Props Shops: 476 S. Academy Ave. 


Supply Garage. Phone 182. 


— 


NATIONAL FRENCH CLEANIMG CO. 
LADIES’ AND GENTS’ CLOTHES CLEANED, DYED, REPAIRED AND PRESSED. 
ALSO CLEAN GLOVES, PLUMES AND HATS. 
95 NORTH ACADEMY AVENUE. PHONE 125. 
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SOMETHING NEW—HOT BARLEY COFFEE, WITH WHIPPED CREAM. AT HOOVER'S 


EE 


| BARBER-Under State Bank 


-_ 


MEEKS 


STORE ON WHEELS 


For Confectionery, Fruits, 
Gums, Nuts, etc. 


CORNER FIRST WEST AND 
CENTER STREETS. 


AMERICA-.--BUT 


Enoch Clark first 


anue Vv Aurapeoyy quoy \Z 


D. L. VanWagenen 


Mercantile Co. 
348 WEST CENTER ST. 
Dealer in 
Dry Goods, Ladies’ and Gents’ 
Furnishings, Notions, Shoes, 
Rubber Footwear. 

If you will take a little tlme 
to investigate our line you will 
find you can save money by 
trading with us. 


G. H. Heindselman 


EYESIGHT SPECIALIST 
Doctor of Ophthalmology. 


Don’t suffer with eye straln. 
I stop it. 


Virl Martin 


= 


Music, Musical Instruments, 
Stationery, School Supplies. 
PHONE 386 


In same building as 


HEINDSELMAN OPTICAL & 
JEWELRY Co, 


CBRQY 


Cluett, Peabody & Co., Inc. 


Makers 


Third Ward 


Grocery Company 


Staple and Fancy Groceries, 
Hay. 
Quality Our Watchword. 
Phone 561. ..468 N. 5th. W. 


INDEPENDENT 


C-0-A-L 
CO MPA N Y 


SPRING CANYON, ABERDEEN 
AND OTHER POPULAR COALS 


Domestic, Lump and Slack. 
Kindling Wood. 


PHONE 459. 
Opposite Woolen Mills. 


Ne 


THE BOSTON STORE'S 
WATCHWORD IS 


Progress 


exemplified today in the ex- 
tremely low prices and our 
strictly high grade standard 


Suits and Overcoats. 
Young Men’s Suits $7.90 and up 
$15.00 Men’s Suits, new Fall 
Patterns $9.90 
Young Men’s Overcoats ...... 
eRe Ae ee $5.45 and up 
Men’s Overcoats ..$6.45 and up 
Machinaw Coats. .$3.45 and up 
We Buy For Cash. 
We Sell For Cash. 


BostonStore - 


We Sell For Less. 
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Christmas 


é ° 99 
“Dressing 
is Now in Order — 


Get a Hat at the 
Princess Millinery 


113 N. ACADEMY AVENUE, 


MARY GARDEN CHOCOLATES 


The Best Money Can Buy.- 


Provo Drug Co. 


PHONE 50 


State Bank of Provo 


OFFICERS 


W. H. Brereton.... President 
John Roundy ...V. President 
Alva: Nelson: > o02. cameo Cashier 


Julian Creer ....Asst. Cshier 
General Banking Business 
Four Per Cent on Savings 


Strictly High Grade Work 


DOMESTIC 


STEAM LAUNDRY 


James Holmes, Prop. 


Phone 203. Provo, Utah. 


HOOVER'S FOR SANDWICHES, ASS T. CAKES, SERVED WITH HOT CH OCOLATE, COFFEE, OR BARLEY 


COFFEE, 


REED SMOOT, President. C. E, LOOSE, Vice Presidert. 
J. T. FARRER, Cashier, J. A. BUTTLE, Assistant Cashier. 


BE ASSURED OF COURTESY AND SAFETY BY BANKING WITH 


Provo Trove Commercial and Savings Bank 


U. S. DEPOSITORY FOR POSTAL SAVINGS. THE BANK CORNER, PROVO, U7ATi 


GO TO 


The Wan. M. Besjlance@ae Wm. M. Roylance Co. The Columbia 


Utah's Largest Independent Handlers of Confectionery 
FRUITS AND PRODUCE | AT NEW THEATRE BUILDING 


FOR 
Up-to-Date Confections 
PROVO UTAH S 


tan Jones, Proprietor | 


a 
= Robinson Bros. & Barton Company, 
| 


SEE THE NEW STORE 


28 to 46 Academy Avenue Provo, Utah 


———_' 


Wednesday December 23 


Friday Dec. 25 
XMAS DAY 
ACTS 7 


of William A. Brady Presents 


AMERICA’S FOREMOST COMEDY 


a 


VAUDEVILLE 


“Baby Mine” 


Night Prices: 25¢ to $1.50 


Matinee 3:45 Eve. 7:15, 9:15 p’m. Cap RE eyeicc ae 3 
PRICES 10 20 30 Plenty of Seats at 75c¢ to $1.00 


S—— 


FOR FINE EATING CANDIES CALL AT HOOVER’S. MADE FRESH EVERY DAY IN OUR KITCHEN, FANCY 
WAFES AND PARTY STRAWS, ETC., MADE TO ORDER, FOR PARTIES, ETC. 
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JOSEPH B. KEELER 
First Counsellor. 


WHITE AND BLUE 


GEORGE H. BRIMHALL 
President. 


E. S. HINCKLEY 
Second Counsellor. 
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What need we more? Light, liberty, and love are ours. Peace and plenty abide in 
the land. The dove coos in our door-way; the vulture casts not its shadow on _ our 
field; our gateway is not haunted by the wolf of want. Countless are our blessings. 
'Vhey are the gifts of God, direct and through his hand-maid, Nature; they are our herit- 
age, bequeathed in part by those who have gone before, and those who toil for us today. 

Freely have we received. What have we now to give?—Good cheer, at least, for all. 
It is the time of Yuletide. In this, the zone of frost, the streams are ice-locked ; the wintry 
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blast blows cold; the trees are leafless; the song of the bird is hushed; the earth for its \/ 
winter sleep lies wrapped in its mantle of white. ii 
Yet, joy abounds. The inner world is in the flush of spring time. The departing ¢ 
iN year is not to us the Grim Reaper; nor is he a fugutive seeking shelter; but rather a NM 
passing patriarch, reaching forth his hands and bestowing blessings of promise on all that i, 
NY are to follow him. \/ 
IN Ours is a land of happy homes In sub-consciousness, our souls sing ever: I 
\ “A charm from the skies Seems to hallow us there, ; 
i Which, seek through the world, is ne’er met with elsewhere.’’ \/ 
* Let us look and listen! The door opens, the voice of the home-comer is heard. His i 
Mf heart is a gushing fountain of gratitude, the channels of which have been daily swept by ¢ 
i a full current of expression to the Giver of all good. He has remembered in his prayers Mf 
: his home, and now the words best suited to be set to the music of his soul are these: TN 
M ‘I’m glad and grateful.’’ é 
\ A haughty head, an ungrateful heart, and an unhelping hand are the three Dis- yi 
y graces. — = i i; 
PA The inner doors should be kept fast locked against their presence; where either 
\ comes, Heaven is banished and its opposite takes its place. MW 
And no home-goer, who has ever really lived beneath the ‘‘ White and Blue,’’ will IN 


earry with him the slightest evidence of attachment to either of these dreaded three. 
Some may not see the Christmas tree at home this year, but will be there with writ- 
ten word and wireless message, and those who gather there shall feel the absent one’s 
glad good will and gratefulness. 
As the influence of each home has been tested by the student’s life while away from 
home, so will the influence of our school be tested by each one’s life while not at school. 
On this trial seale your homes have not been found wanting. So be it with the school. 


Geo. H. Brimhal), 
Joseph B. Keeler, 
E. S. Hinckley. 
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Warmest Greetings From Student Body 


NCE more the good old Christmas holidays come around and upon taking a hurried inventory 
O ourselves, we find that we are a most blessed group of boys and girls. That warm fra- 
ternal spirit, the advance agent of this happy season, has already made his tour thoughout our land, 
and through his subtile suggestions we have become more than prepared for the gladdest, cheeriest 
period of all the year. That divine passion and sacred emotion—love, the perfume of that won- 
drous flower, the heart; the enchanter which changes worthless things to things of joy, and makes 
right royal kings and queens of things of common ¢lay, the kindler of every fire in every hearth,”’ 
has assumed control of every normal individual, and it has, now, at Yule time, a most nearly 


perfect time in whieh to shed its glowing warmth. ; 

Mirth and gentle acts ride on the crest of every breeze and wind. The time has come when 
it shall be our leasure to bathe again in the exhilarating pool of night good fellowship, and bask 
once more in the beaming countenances of those we knew in childhood. 

As a Student Body we extend our warmest greetings to the faculty and members of the board, 
the alumni of our alma mater, parents, and to all our many friends, wherever they may be. We 
earnestly hope that this last year has been full of triumphs and suceesses for you and sincerely 
wish that the coming year may be fraught with even more achievemtns of the worth-while type. 
And we take this occasion to express our appreciation for the great service you have rendered 
in our behalf and fervently wish that your strong arm and thoughtful guidance may be our stay 
and anchor yet for many years. 

On Christmas day of this eventful year, may peace, for at least one day, reign throughout 
the whole world; may men remember God, and feel on that day a thrill which shall become a vig- 
orous factor for bettering the whole world. We have honest sympathy for all suffering humanity ; 
we drop a tear for the fallen dead and pray that the generation which is still in its infaney shall 
be the wisest and greatest that has ever graced old earth. The distressed, we bid to listen, and 
you shall surely hear the voice of hope—even in the weariest murmur. Look! and you shall see 
a rainbow even on the darkest cloud of your life. : 

We greet you all!. May your Christmas be full of joy and the New Year find us all better, 
bigger, truer men and women than we were one year ago. 


STUDENT BODY PRESIDENCY 
J. Edward Johnson, President. 
Belle Wilson, First Vice President. 
H. Roland Tietjen, Second Vice President. 


WHITE AND BLUE 169 


Fy 
¥| 


—_ 


.- 


“But, Belle, won’t Fred ever come to see us any 
more?” The child did not know that her own misery was 
but an echo of her sister’s. ““Won’t he come if you ask him 
to Belle?” 5 

“No, he wont’; and I won’t ask him to. I do wish 
you’d go out and play and leave me alone. I can’t do 
anything with you in the way asking fool questions.” 

“But it’s so long since he was here; don’t you wish 
he’d come?” 

“Are you going?” Belle snapped. 

Afton backed toward the door. 

“Shall I take my coat?” 

“I don’t care.” 

Belle had a brief glimpse of two reproachful blue 
eyes, the door closed, and she was alone. But even then 
she could accomplish nothing. Finally, as if to hide, even 
from herself, the tears that little sister’s insistent ques- 
tions had called up, she flung herself upon the bed and 
buried her face in the pillow. 

Miserably she recalled that night, a month ago, when 
Fred had told her he would not come back. Fred had 
asked her to go with him to the theatre. She had re- 
fused; he had urged; and she had ended by consenting. 
Then when he came for her they had started to play games, 
and Afton had begged so hard for them to stay and play 
with her, instead of going, that Fred had stayed. 

Then Belle discovered that she wanted very much to 
see that particular show, and had grown more resentful 
every minute, that Fred should give Afton pleasure in- 
stead of herself; and other things had piled up, until 
when she was alone with Fred, she had given away to 
what her father would call a “regular tantrum.” 

If only Fred were not such a tease, she thought, and 
if he had not tried to joke her out of her anger, she 
might not have said such awful things, Bur she had 
Said them and then his own quick temper came up, and 
she had given him back his ring, and had not seen him 
since. 

And now, just when she was miserable enough, any- 
way, Afton would insist on asking why Fred did not 
come any more. Alone with her thoughts, Belle rea- 
lized now that she had been in the wrong ever to think 
or say that Fred cared more for her little sister than he 
did for her. It was too late now to make it right, and the 
longer it went the harder it would grow. 

Belle pictured to herself a dark future when she 
should grow into an old maid, and when Fred, still young, 
might come wooing Afton. Perhaps she might make her 


sister’s wedding gown! 


The romance of the 
pealed to her, and she lay thinking until the broom slipped 
with a bang to the floor and roused her to a work-a-day 
present. 


idea ap- 


But all that afternoon two pairs of blue eyes mingled 
in her day dreaming, Now they were reproachful, and set 
in a child’s face; again they were merry, fringed with 
dark lashes, and set in a face bronzed with much work 
out of doors; a face that hardly escaped being dimpled, 
in spite of its years and masculinity. 

It was late when Afton came in; and Belle was so 
busy that she paid no attention to the chiid. Supper was 
over and the evening work done before Belle noticed that 
anything Was wrong with little sister. Afton was strug- 
gling with a refractory shoe lace. 

‘Won't you untie it for me, Belle? 
hard knot—and I’m go tired.” 


It’s gone into a 


With a sudden wave of pity, Belle noted how wet 
Afton’s shoes were, as she worked at the knot; and the 
hoarseness of the pleading voice, that was so near to 
tears. Then she remembered, with quick self-condemna- 
tion, that she had sent Afton out to play without her 
coat on, and had let her sit around ajl evening with 
shoes wringing wet. The child knew better than to do 
it, of course; but—the ache in her own throat told Belle 
how cross she had been. 

Three times in the night Afton awoke with a croupy 
cough. 

Belle hated to call their father, who had been work- 
ing all day and would have blamed her for the child’s 
sickness. It was bad enough to blame herself. So she 
worked alone and struggled alone to get Afton to per- 
mit herself to be cared for. Even when the child drop- 
ped asleep, Belle would lie awake, and, with senses 
quickened by worry, measure time by the child’s alter- 
nate spells of chilling and fever. 

Wearily the next week Belle doctored her sister, 
and feverishly she prayed that nothing serious might 
result. Often she leaned her cheek against a picture 
and sobbed, “Oh, Mother, if you were only here, you 
could understand. It seems as if Father don’t under- 
stand at all, or don’t know how to help.” 

In spite of her efforts, Afton steadily grew worse. 

On Saturday, Belle’s chum called in. Afton lay, al- 
ternately moaning, coughing, fighting for breath, and 
talking incoherently. Belle seemed ill herself, as she 
helplessly worked for the child. Grace tried to help, but 
when at length the sick child coughed up some bloody 
phlegm, she announced. 
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“I'm afraid it’s pneumonia. I’m going to call up a 
doctor,” and hastened off to the nearest telephone, 

When she returned, she found Belle sobbing de 
spairingly, with her head on the table and a damp dish 
towel in dangerous proximity to her tears. Quietly re- 
moving the dish towel, Grace proceeded to give the com- 
for of a sympathetic listener, as Belle poured out her 
troubles, 

“And it’s almost Christmas and the doctor’: pills will 
not leajve anything for presents, and it’s all my fault, 
and maybe Afton will die. Oh, I wish it wuuid be me.” 

“It seems to me that it’s all on Fred’s «ccount” 

“Oh, no, it was my fault. I—I did all the quar- 
reling—th—-that night--and—and now he’s gone away, 
and says he won’t c-come back, unless I—I ask him to, 
and I can’t, and Af—Afton keeps asking for him, and I 
—I—Oh, I wish I could die!” 

“T think it would be more sensible to make up with 
Fred and settle things,’ Grace said to herself as she caught 
up one of Belle’s aprons and energetically set to work 
bringing order out of the chaotic kitchen. 

“Now,” she directed, “I’m going to take charge here 
until the doctor comes. “You’re so nearly sick yourself 
that you can’t do Afton any good; so you just lie down 
on that couch and watch me work, or else see if you can 
sleep.” 

Belle obeyed; and as she watched the work being done 
and listened to Grace’s accounts of school life, she soon 
began to feel better. 

Belle had a deep rooted admiration for Grace, who 
managed to go to high school on an amount of money that 
would barely have clothed most girls, and who in her 
long walks had gained a surprising skill in asking for 
rides without saying anything, and telling at a glance 
whether to say “Yes,” or “No,” according to the appear- 
ance of the one who offered it. 

The doctor was a surprise to Belle, he was so young; 
but still there was something in the way he directed the 
care of the sick child that ispired confidence. 

It happened that Grace and the doctor were ready 
to leave at the same time, and it seemed to Belle the most 
natural thing in the world to see him give Grace a ride 
home. 

“Who is the young man the child asked for?” 

“He is Belle’s lover. They’ve quarreled; but Afton 
liked Fred so well that she misses him.” 

“Oh, I suppose that is partly the reason for the older 
sister’s worried looks. A sort of a heart failure.” 

“Yes. I believe she’d be glad to make up, if she could 
see Fred. But he’s too proud to come without her send- 
ing for him, and she’s too proud to ask him to come.” 

“Well, then it might be a good idea to get them to- 
gether. If I were anything of a matchmaker, I might try 
it. I can see that it would be a good thing all around, 
so far as health is concerned.” 

_ “I wish I knew how to doit. Well, here is my home, 
this next house. Thank you ever so much for the ride.” 

As the doctor drove off he glanced back at the girl. 
She stood, a slender gray picture against the background 
of snow-laden evergreens, and the doctor suddenly dis- 
covered with an odd thrill that Grace was good to look 
upon. 

To Belle the next few days were like a nightmare. 
More than half sick herself and with nerves strained to 
the breaking point, she struggled with her burden of 

keeping the home work going, caring for the sick child, 


and trying to get something prepared for Christmas, Her 
father, never blessed with too much sympathy, was wor- 
ried and often cross; Afton was none too patient an in- 
valid, and with ten-year old John’s teasing ways and 
carelessness about chores added to the general discom- 
fort, the approaiching holidays promised to be the dreari- 
est she had ever known, and merry Christmas a 
mockery. 

If it hadn’t been for Grace and the doctor, Belle would 
more than once have broken under the strain. Every 
day Grace came with her cheery good sense and eager 
hands; and more housework was accomplished during 
the hour or two that she spent there than during all the 
rest of the day. 

Her mother came, too, when she was not crippled 
with rheumatism for the long walk; and her efficient 
nursing was a boon to Belle, whose nervousness and 
worry made it almost impossible for her to conquer, when 
Afton fought so hard against the nasty medicine and the 
“burny”’ plasters. 

The child would always resist to the point of ex- 
haustion; and then, after a spell of racking cough, would 
lie moaning pitifully, looking like a ghost of herself. 
Then Belle would flee from the room to fight against the 
choking sobs, and pray in an agony of self-condemnation 
that God would spare the child. Once, whe: Afton seemed 


“much better, she yielded to her piteous entreaties not 


to be doctored so much; but the disease seemed to take 
a fresh start, and to make the white face whiter still. 

And every day she asked for Fred. Wouldn’t he 
come back if Belle sent for him? Wouldn’t he come if 
they told him she wanted him to tell her a story of the 
Kewpies? And Belle always answered that she couldn’t 
send for him and would try to change the subject. 

It had become quite the custom for the doctor to 
take Grace home in his sleigh now-a-days, About a week 
before Christmas, she asked, 

“Doctor, don’t you think Afton is a little better, now?” 

“Well, in a. way, yes,” he replied, “If she would only 
not fight so hard against what we do for her, I believe 
she would do much better. She is very frail, however, 
and a little more fever would be the end. If we could 
only find some way to get her to take her medicine with- 
out resistance, I believe one week would put her entirely 
on the safe side.” 

‘Oh, Doctor, I know Fred could. We’ve got to have 
him. He has such a quiet way of managing children, and 
Afton is so fond of him. You know she asks for him al- 
most every hour. If we could promise her a sleigh ride 
with him if she’d be good, or have him come to see her 
every day, I believe she would,” 

“I’m afraid it would work a few times and then she 
would grow tired of being good for a future reward. 
Do you think this Fred could or would do it?” 

“Oh, I’m sure he would, if Belle would ask him; and 
I’m positive he could manage Afton. Oh, I know! You 
tell Belle it’s practically the only chance, or anyhow the 
best chance, for Afton; and if you'll only make it im- 
pressive enough, she’ll write a note to Fred, I’ll take it 
to him, and I know I can manage him; and he can manage 
Afton all right, so it’s up to you to manage Belle.” 

“Your plan seems a good one. But—” he hesitated— 
“couldn't you get Belle to write the note? It's a—rather 
rather delicate matter, and I’m not’at all expert at hand- 
ling love affairs,” 

“Ob, that’s just it. If I tried, she’d think I was trying 
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to get her to make up with Fred; because she knows 1 
think she ought to. But you’re not acquainted with 
Fred, and she thinks you know nothing about the love 
part of it. You can pretend that you think Fred is some 
and prescribe him just like you would medicine, If you 
make her think it’s just to help Afton, I believe she”’l do 


it; for she blames herself for Afton’s being sick. Now, 
won't you promise to do it, Doctor?” 

“Well, all right, Pll do-it.” 

“Oh, thank you ever so much, Doctor. Good-bye,” 


and she sprang lightly out as the sleigh stopped. 

The next day when Grace called, she found the doctor 
ahead of her. From Belle’s expressicn as she opened the 
door, she judged that Afton must be worse. 

“Oh, Grace,” Belle exclaimed, ‘the doctor says I’ve 
got to send for Fred, so that Afton will get better.” 
There was a hint of tears in her voice. 

“Grace’s hand gripped the door knob, and she tried 
to think of something forceful to say as she faced her 
friend, but seemed strangely at a loss for words. Then 
she caught the doctor’s dark eyes fixed on her with a 
sort of challenge in them. Calmly she released the door 
knob and answered, 

“Does he think Fred will do her any good?” 

Belle’s voice was faint and colorless. A battle be- 
tween fear and pride was reflected in her eyes as she 
replied, 

“He says it’s the only thing he can think of that will 
help any.” 

The doctor disappeared into the sick room and softly 
closed the door. 

“Well, if the doctor orders it and thinks it will help 
her at all, you surely ought to be willing to write a simple 
little note. That shouldn’t be so hard to do.” 

“But, Grace, Fred! told me that night that as soon as 
I should send word for him to come, he'd take it as an 
acknowledgment that I was in the wrong, and was will- 
ing to take back the ring and let things be the same. 
And he said he never would come here again unless I 
sent for him.” 

“Well, it seems to me that if it will help Afton, you 
ought to send for him.” 

“But I can’t let him think I want things to be the 
Same again, Grace.” 

“Well, I'll tell you what. You write the note and [’ll 
take it to him and explain things; and he can come and 
see Afton, and you won’t need to have things the same.” 

“When can you see him?” 

“Oh, temorrow morning. I’ve been riding to schonl 
with him the last few mornings,” Grace added with malice 
aforethought. 

Belle started slightly, and gave a quick glance into 
her friend's face. Then, as though impelled by a force 
outside herself, she got writing materials and started. 
Three times she; wrote a note and tore it in pieces. Each 
time Grace quietly put the scraps into her coat pocket. 

Finally Belle handed her the finished note. 

It said: “Dear Friend:—Afton is very sick and keeps 
asking for you. She fights against taking her medicine; 
and the doctor thinks that if you would come and see her 
a few minutes every day, and promise to give her a sleigh 
tide if she would take her medicine and get well, that 
she would do it. Won’t you please come once or twice? 
—Belle.” . 

“Ts that all right?” asked Belle. 


“Yes, it will do,’ replied Grace, “you've certainly 


managed to make it cold enough.” 
“Oh, don’t you think he’ll come?” anxiously. 


“Yes, I think he’ll come all right,’ with determina- 
tion. “Now let us see if Afton will take her medicine with- 
out fighting.” 

Afton wouldn't. She said she did not think Belle 
would ask Fred to come. They read her the note. Then 
she said it wasn’t a very nice note, and she wouldn't 
believe Fred was coming until she saw him, 

So again they had to resort to force; and when Grace 
left, Afton lay weakly moaning and bitterly declaring 
she'd rather die than take the nasty, bittery stuff and 
blistery old plasers. And her white little face and big 
blue eyes seemed strangely fit for heaven in spite of her 
temper. 

Grace was silent all the way home; and as she bade 
the doctor good-bye, he saw tears on her lashes. 

Fred saw them there, also, the next morning, as he 
listened to her vivid description of the sick child and of 
Belle’s attitude toward him, and read the little note, 
and the pieced-together ones that Grace had stolen. 

When Grace finished, the dimples were not all in 
evidence in his face, and the laugh was all gone from his 
voice. 

“Tt isn’t an easy thing you are asking me to do, 
irace. It will be no joke to play indifference with Belle, 
and be in the same house with her every day.” 

“IT know, Fred. But it may help to save Afton’s life. 
Oh, you must do it, for Belle’s sake.” 

When Fred came that evening, Belle met him at the 
door. For just a moment their eyes inet and hers wavered; 
then she said calmly, almost coldly, 

“Tm very glad you came. Afton has been asking for 
you all day.” 

At sight of Fred, the child gave a cry of joy and then 
began to cough. When the paroxym was over, Fred’s eyes 
and Belle’s again met; and for an instant each forgot 
in their mutual sympathy the part they were to play. 

Then Belle turned away and Fred began giving Afton 
a glowing description of the joys of sleigh-riding. With 
clever skill he roused her interest and made her beg him 
to. promise her a ride if the snow was good when she got 
well. It was Afton’s suggeston that she let herself be 
taken care of, so that she would get well quickly. 

Next day he brought her a set of “Kewpie Kutouts,” 
and here was another incentive for her to get strong, so 
that she could cut them out herself. As if by a miracle, 
Fred had changed her whole attitude; and when Grace 


‘got home that night, she whirled her mother around the 


room and cried out joyously, “Oh, it worked, it worked! 
Afton is better already, and the doctor says she will be 
all right soon.” 

“And what about Belle?” 

Grace stopped dancing and turned sober. “I guess I’m 
a pretty good nurse, but I don’t get the blue ribbon as a 
match-maker. She and Fred treat each other like icicles. 
But I’ve got an idea for Christmas day.” 

“On the eventful morning Grace presented herself 
at 10 o’clock, bearing as a gift to Belle a warm woolen 
motor cap. , 

A few minutes later Fred appeared with the largest 


and most expensive Kewpie doll to be had as a successor 


to the Kutouts for Afton, who was now able to sit up. 
Her delight was boundless. 

But one thing worried her. “Why don’t Belle and 
Fred be good friends,” she asked, “like: they used to be?” 
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“They haven’t got started yet, I guess. 
like to help them?” 

“Merrily Afton laughed when Grace told her how, 
and then pretending to fix a stray lock, she slyly fastened 
a sprig of mistletoe in Belle’s hair and then to make it 
look as if it was nothing unusual, she also fixed some in 
Grace’s hair. 

And when the doctor came he said Belle needed pre- 
scribing for worse than Afton did, and insistently or- 
dered that Fred take her for a sleigh ride, that she might 
get some fresh air. 

Fred was willing, in the cool friendly manner he had 
assumed toward her; and bitterly she wondered if he 
would be thus friendly always. But since Grace and the 
doctor were both willing to stay with Afton, she could 
hardly refuse to go without insulting one who had helped 
the child so much; so she wearily bundled up and started 
for the sleigh. 

Grace and the doctor stood in the door until they 
had disappeared. Then she turned and said, 

“I do wish I could give you a Christmas gift to show 
you how glad I am that you have given orders that have 
helped so much. Say, but I’d like to know how Fred will 
tell her about that mistletoe.” 

“T think you are going to give me a reward, dear, or 
at any rate I am going to claim one; for Afton has put 
some mistletoe in your hair, too” 

I believe I said before, that the doctor was young, 
and found Grace good to look upon. 

As they started out, Belle wished the sleigh belfs 
would cease their discordant jangling. That and the beat 
of the horses’ hoofs, and the crunch of the runners were 
the only sounds to be heard until they had covered a good 
two miles. 


Wouldn’t you 


Belle leaned beck in her seat and let an occasional 
tear steal down her cheek at first: This was so different 
from some other rides she had taken with Fred, But as 
the cool air stung her face, and the landscape glided by, 
her nerves slowly relaxed: After a while she smiled. Then 
she began wishing Fred would not be so silent. Her 
fingers began working nervously in her muff. Still Fred 
said nothing ; 

Finally she asked, “Haven’t you a thing to say, Fred?” 
Then suddenly realizing that it was his Christian name 
she had used for the first time since their quarrel, and 
that her tone had been altogether too friendly, she 
blushed. 

Fred turned and looked at her.- The old teasing smile 
dimpled his cheeks as he caught the blush, and in his 
eyes the old light shone. 

“Yes, Belle, I have a good deal to say. I want to 
apologize for losing my temper that night. And I want to 
ask you if we may not begin all over again with a new 
bond of sympathy between us. I think you know now that 
I never cared for Afton, except as she was your sister; 
and that I want to make her my sister in reality now.” 

His right hand stole into the muff and fcund the 
third finger of her left one and slipped something on it 
that somehow seemed to belong there. 

“May I?” he asked. 

Geile nodded. Her heart was too full for speech. 

Fred went on: “It is all through the doctor’s orders 
that this has come about, Belle, but there is something 
e:se I went,” as his eye discovered the mistletoe. 

And then quite naturally the jangling of the sligh 
bells became the sweetest music to Belle; and the burden 
of their refrain was simply, ‘Merry Christmas, 
Christmas,” 


Merry 
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Christmas Day 


Mattie Woodbury. 


A voice is filling all the air, 

A voice which softly seems to say, 

(It thrills my being through and through) 
‘* All’s love, all’s peace; ’tis Christmas day.’’ 


Oh, all the world is warm and bright, 

E’en though black clouds are cress the way, 
Black clouds can never hide the light 

Of love and peace on Christmas day. 


There is a feeling comes to me, 
Which lets no evil in beside. 
There is no room for evil where 
Is love of Him, the Crucified. 


There’s no one sends me costly gifts, 
For these things, I no longer pray; 

The gifts which anyone may have 

Are the love and peace of Christmas day. 


I have not always had this love, 

I did not always pay the price; 
"Twas acts of kindness brought to me, 
This love, this guerdon of the Christ. 


A tiny hand doth mar my work, 

I try in vain harsh words to say; 

I cannot do an unkind thing; 

Tis love, ’tis peace, tis Christmas day. 
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Mr. Finch stamped up on the back 
porch and vigorously kicked the 
; snow from his boots. He paused a 
moment to cast his weather eye over the darkening hori- 
zen, then slowly opened the door and stood on the thresh- 
hold; tall, rawboned and, to a stranger, of forbidding aspect. 

His keen gaze swept the cherry little kitchen, taking 


in every detail from the cat curled up in his easy chair 


to the two tramps seated at the table, eating with evident 
relish the food spread before them on the clean white 
cloth. 

“Ural,” he drawled humorously, turning to his wife, 
“pears you got company, some of yer folks I aint seen 
afore?” He eyed belligerently the two tramps and hig 
voice grew cold and hard, “Is at the picnic you fixed for 
the church fair, or my suppér they’re enjoyin’ so muen?” 

The white-haired little woman glanced nervously from 
her husband to the two men and answered nervously: 


“It’s neither, John; it’s only a bite I fixed for them.” 


She looked imploringly at him, but he ig- 
nored her and went on brutally, 

“Only a bite? It looks to me like 
durned nigh all there was on the place.” 

His wife’s face flushed; and a retort 
hovered on her lips; but the younger of 
the two men, a mere boy, had risen from: 
the table and now he spoke, 

“T am sorry we imposed on your geod 
wife, sir, since you feel about it as you do. 
We are willing to pay for what we have had, 
if you have work we can Jo.” ; 

“tT don’t want any work done; I only 
want you two fellers to make yerselves 
scarce!” 

The older man had followed the boy to 
the door, where he stood hesitating, his 
hand on the knob, 

“God will reward you, Lady, for your 
kindness to us. He always helps those 
who help the poor.” 

“Rot!” exploded the irate farmer, “God 
helps him as helps hisself; and believe 
me, hel need to help the feller I ketch 
helpin’ hisself around here! I hope you 
get that straight!” 

The boy, ignoring alike the old farraer 
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and his threat, walked up to Mrs. 
Finck and frankly held out his hand, 

3cod night, Lady, and thank you.” 
And the two men stepped out into the storm. Then the 
generous-hearted little woman braved her husband’s dis- 
pleasure, and) picking up a carefully wrapped lunch of 
generous size, she opened the door and called. 

“Boy, oh, boy, here is something I insist on you tak- 
ing.” She thrust it into his hands and with a hastily 
whispered, “God bless you, boy,’closed the door. Then 
she sank into a chair and covered her face with her. 


apron. 


“Wal, Tll be hanged, Lizzie! I hope you didn’t give 


‘them all the silverware, or the family ’air-looms, or my 


best suit. You air the funniest woman, always feedin’ 
every old tramp that happens along.” 

“Oh, John, I just couldn’t help it. I couldn’t have 
swallowed a bite of supper if I had turned them away 
John, John, how could you turn them out into 
the storm?” 

“What would you have me do, wife—- 
go out in the barn and give the poor 
dears my bed?” : 

“Of course not, John; but the barn is 
good and warm, and they would have been 
glad of a shelter. One was an old man, 
and the other was cnly a boy.” 

“Wal, a Man aint never too old to 
learn; and that old un ought to have 
known bettern to be trampin’ ’round the 


hungry? 


country. And as for sleepin’ in the barn. 
I wen’t ‘low no tramp to do it; no siree, 
not if I know it! That reminds me, 


Lizzie, you. just light the lantern and I'll 
go cut to the barn and make sure they 
didn’t stop there.” ; 

Out he trudged 
returned in aj few minutes, carrying a short 
smocth board and a half used bucket cf 
paint. Mrs. Finch could not restrain her 
curiosity. 

“What are you goin’ to do, Pa Finch?” 

“Wal, I'll tell. yu, wife, I’m goin’ to 
make thet sign I’ve bin talkin’ about so 


into the storm and 
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many years. Next week is Christmas, and 1 don’t want 
my nerves plum ruined by havin’ you feed all the Christ- 
mas goodies to tramps, no siree!” 


“Oh. Pa, surely you won’t do that,” wailed his wife. 
“We might turn some really deservin’ person away. 
Please don’t do it, Pa.” 


“Not much danger of thet, Mother; fer the only thing 
eny hobo deserves is a good hose-whippin.’ Dirty, thievin’ 
galoots! Don't feel bad, Lizzie; I aint blamin’ you none. 
You're kind o’ soft in some ways, this bein’ one of ’em. 
But [ll put the sign up and the trouble’ll be over.” 

While Mrs. Finch tidied up the kitchen, and _ cried 
softly to herself, her husband worked busily on the sign, 
wihch when finished, bore these three grand words: 


NO TRAMPS WANTED. 


John Finch was a wealthy farmer and one of the 
most highly respected men in the valley. He was a 
ehurch member in good standing, and was _ favorably 
known for his liberal contributions and his generosity to 
the poor. 

He had, however, a natural Jand intense antipathy 
toward the class of men called “tramps,” which had in- 
fested the country since the advent of the railroad His 
usually calm and benevolent spirit became hostile the 
moment he caught sight of one; and his wife’s persistency 
in feeding the best the larder afforded, tried his pa- 
tience almost past endurance. Time and again he had 
threatened to put a sign on the gate; but always his 
wife’s tears and pleading had restrained him. However, 
the climax had been reached on this evening and the sign 
was going on. 

“Come, Ma, bring the lantern and the nail bucket, 
and I'll hey it up in a jiffy.” 

“Father, you will surely regret this. 
in my bones that you will.” 

But Mr. Finch only chuckled amusedly: 
as much as you will, Mother, I dare say.” 

Mrs. Finch was in no humor for joking and remained 
quiet and down-hearted all evening. During the days that 
followed she studiously avoided the front gate; or, if 
compelled to face the offending sign, she could not re- 
strain her tears. 


I just feel it 


“Not haif 


As Christmas drew near the old home began to as- 
sume a holiday appearance. Letters had been received 
from both daughters, promising a Christmas visit; and 
it meant a houseful of small folks 

A large fir tree was brought from the hills, and the 
living rooms became gay and festive-like in their trim- 
mings of green boughs and gaudly paper chains. Grand- 
ma Finch worked late and early, compounding the huge 
fruit cake, boiling hams and making ginger bread men 
and animals to adorn the Christmas tree. 

The old farmer sat around and stoned the raisins, 
eracked the nuts and made the jumping jacks for the 
tots, his admiring eyes ever following his wife around the 
house. 

How happy the old couple were. Only one thing 
marred the perfect harmony, the sign that hung on the 
front gate. In vain the good wife pleaded; the man was 
obdurate on this point, and the sign remained. 

The girls were to arrive the day before Christmas; 
and on that morning Pa Finch drove up to the door to 
call a last good-bye to his wife, and to see if there were 
any final instructions for him, or errands to be done in 


town. Then he drove through the big gates, but stopped 
the team when he saw a ragged, dilapidated figure ap- 
proaching. 


The tramp was old and slightly bent. He was thin 
and pale, punched by poverty or ill health. His woru 
shoes only partly covered his feet, and his hands were 
red and swollen from the cold. His eyes swept over the 
shining new sleigh and glossy black colts, restlessly toss- 
ing their heads, then rested on the fur-clad figure of Mr. 
Finch. He moistened his stiff lips and drew a deep 
breath, as though about to speak; but John Finch cut 
in sharply, 


“"Taint a bit of use, my man; no use at all. I made 
thet sign and put it there because I was tired of feedin’ 
tramps; and it applies to the while durned breed. You 
are a trifle old; but a man is never too old to learn. 
No, siree! Just mosey on!” 


He reached out and flicked one of the colts sharply 


‘on the flank with his whip and they dashed down the road * 


toward town. Every few minutes he glanced back over 
his shoulder to make sure the tramp had not entered 
the house. Then he turned his thoughts to the happy 
morrow and hummed softly to himself, “Peace on earth, 
good will to men.” 


For a few minutes the tramp stood shivering in the 
road, pain, disappointment and righteous anger tugging 
at his heart strings. He glanced at the prosperous looking 
farm house, with its white curtained windows and smoke 
wreathed chimneys, as if hoping for some sign of re- 
lenting. 


If- he had only known what a tender hearted little 
woman dwelt within, all would have been different; but 
with a groan of utter weariness he turned from the gate, 
and faced the stinging north wind. He could hear the 
ringing hoof beats marking time on the icy road and he 
Noticed the many times the driver turned in his seat 
to watch him. 

The cold seemed, to his giddy brain, to assume a 
tangible form. He could feel its cold fingers clutch at 
his throat and tighten its grasp on his vital organs. 
Where his stomach lay was an incessant pain, gnawing 
and unbearable. His feet had lost their sense of feeling, 
and his stumbling knees could hardly support him. A 
faint odor of cooking meat greeted his nostrils, and he 
shrank from it as if he had been struck a blow in the 
face. 

He walked on dazedly and his mind began to wander. 
“This was Christmas Eve, was it? Certainly it was and 
he had been shopping’. He held his poor frosted hands 
up before him and laughed delirously. “Numb from car- 
rying so many Christmas parcels; but he would soon be 
home now with Alice and Baby Ned.” 

His lagging feet quickened their pace for a few steps, 
then shuffled about in the snow uncertainly. “Would 
Alice be pleased with the quaint necklace of jade?” He 
could see her happy face and shining eyes as she untied 
the tiny parcel. “And little Ned,’”—his hand went to his 
pocket—“Yes, the little wooly-sheep were quite safe, 
how he would laugh and clap his little hands in glee! 
All would be so happy when he was once more home; 
but the way was long and he was so weary,”—a few child- 
ish tears rolled down the hollow cheeks. 


“Now dinner was ready, and such a dinner as it 
was! Turkey—only a small one to be sure, but so plump 
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and brown! Then there was mashed potatoes, creamy and 
white, with a large lump of yellow butter on top, and rich 
brown gravy, and creamed peas, and sweet corn, and 
plum pudding and cake, and pies, and best of all, a cup 
of hot fragrant coffee! And there was Alice bustling 
about”’—but no, this was all a dream. Alice and little 
Ned were far away from this world of sorrow and pain. 
Thank God for that at least. 

He slipped and fell into the snow. 
his mind for a moment. He realized his wherabouts and 
pitiful condition. One last effort he made to gather his 
wandering senses and failing strength, in hopes that he 
conld reach the town. 

A few hours later he was picked up by the local police 


and taken to the friendly shelter of the jail. 
* * © ® & 


It seamed to clear 


At the station Pa Finch was the center of a group 
of rosy chattering boys and girls, each clamoring for the 
first kiss, but finally all was settled and the children were 
safely tucked away in the big sleigh. Then the colts 
were turned toward home; and soon the merry jangle of 
sleigh bells was drowned by the children’s voices as they 
rose, sweet and clear on the frosty air. 

Mr. Finch leaned close to his eldest daughter, Mary, 
who sat beside him, and raised his voice in order to be 
heard above the singing, 

“Mary, as I was startin’ after you folks this mornin’ 
an old tramp stopped at the gate; but I never even give 
him a chance to say his little piece; I just pointed toward 
town and told him to git!” 

“Didn’t you offer him a ride, Father?” 

“Me, offer him a ride? Wal, I guess not. I’m not 
carryin’ tramps around the country free. But what I 
wanted to say special, Mary, is this: I’ve got a sign on the 
front gate that says, ‘No Tramps Wanted,’ but I don’t 
want none of you to mention it to Mother. It jest natural- 
ly tickles me whenever I think of how them tramp fellers 
must feel when they have fasted three or- four days, ex- 
pecting to get one of Mother’s famous “tramp dinners,” 
and then be met by that sign o’ mine. Ha, ha, ha! it’s 
too funny, it’s great!” 

“But Father,’ protested Mary, “ it don’t seem right 
to me when Mother is your equal partner, and she wants 
to feed—” 

“Tut, tut, Mary, I know what you’re goin’ to say, but 
taint so! I don’t mind givin’ to the poor, but your Ma’s 
soft on some points, and she hands out the best we’ve 
got. The dirtier the man, the better she treats him. 
I've learned that a sign is the best way out of it. You 
know, Mary, a man aint ‘never too old to learn.’” 

Christmas morning dawned happily in the old home. 
Grandma Finch was up early, and long before the chil- 
dren were dressed and washed ready for breakfast, the 


piatters of odorous ham, bowls of steaming flakes and 


plates of muffins, brown and delicious, stood ready to 
be served. 
Pat Finch sat at the head of the table and looked 
_preudly over the little flock. 
“Say, Mary, give that little feller some more honey, 
‘nd then I want to ask you a question. Do you ever 
hear anything of the Bronson’s?” 
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“Why, I saw Ned Bronson a couple of months ago, 
Father, and I had quite a long talk wrth him, ‘They 
moved out on a farm shortly after we went to Portland, 
and I did not hear of them for a long time; but finally 
some one told me they had lost their only child, a lad 
of about fifteen, and later I heard they had lost their 
home.” 

‘Too bad, too bad! Ned was always a smart chap. 
Do you remember how he was always ahead of me in 
school, Ma? And Alice was a fine little woman, too, but 
lots younger’n Ned.” 

“Alice died last summer, Father. Ned told me about 
her sickness and death, and cried like a child about it. 
He asked about you and wondered if you would help him 
get work if he came out here.” 

“You bet your sweet life I would. Ned would be as 
welcome as my own brother. By George, I hope he 
comes!” 

“You might be disappointed in him, Father. It was 
in October that I saw him, and the weather was very 
warm; still he wore his mackinaw coat and a red hand- 
kerchief around his neck, with a battered derby on—” 

“What!” Shouted John Finch, rising from the table 
and pushing his chair back from the table with a clatter, 
“What did you say, Mary, a battered derby hat, and a 
red bandanner handkerchief around his neck! Good 
Heavens, what have I done?” 

He turned to one of his sons-in-laws, “Go out and 
hitch the blacks to the sled, Will, and, Mother, get my 
gloves.” 

“John, what is the matter, what have you done?” 

“What have I done, Lizzie? Only turned my old 


‘friend and playmate away from my door to freeze and 


starve! What am I goin’ to do? Why find him, of 
course. Poor old chap, and he was too durned hurt and 
proud to say a word.” 

The team trotted up to the door and Pa Finch climbed 
in. A few minutes later the watchers saw him cross 
the railroad track and disappear toward town. 

It was late in the afternoon when the sleigh again 
stopped in front of the house; and Ned Bronson was as- 
sisted into the house by gentle hands. Pat Finch insisted 
that he sit at the head of the table when the belated 
Christmas dinner was served. 

Just before the tots were put to bed, John Finch rose 
and addressed his family. 

“Daughters, wrap up yer babies and bring all the 
boys and girls out in the front yard to see their grandpa 
pluck a beam from his eye. Come, Mother bring the 
lantern; and I will draw your chair close to the window, 
Ned; for I want you to see how sincere my repentance 
is.” 

Taking up his ax, drew his wife’s hand through his 
arm, and the old couple led the way to the front gate, 
followed by the mystified children and their parents. 
Two blows and the offending sign lay in the snow. Then 
the old man put his arm tenderly around his wife. 

“T ’low you was always right, Ma, when you said, 
‘Better to feed a dozen who dion’t deserve it than to turn 
away one who does.’ Yes, you was right, and I was 
wrong, But, a man is never too old to learn.” 
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CHRISTMAS 
Elsie C, Carrol. 


Within the sky a wondrous star, 
The shepherds on the hill 

The Wise-men gathered from afar, 

The Heavenly anthem, ‘‘Peace, good will!” 


A little Babe in lowly bed, 

On the Virgin Mother’s breast, 

The promised halo ’round His head— 
The centuries must tell the rest. 


A simple life with scorn for show. 
' A God in man’s disguise, 

A tragie hour of Calvary’s woe, 
Then home again beyond the skies. 


He came and went, but evermore, 
Will shine the light he gave; 
He left ajar salvation’s door,—- 
A guide for us He came to save. ie 


O, let us sing this Christmas morn, - 
The strifing world to thrill 

With that sweet anthem, ‘‘Christ is born! ‘\ 
‘Peace, peace on earth! To men good will!’’ 9¢7 ae 
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Che Man of Galilee 


And a man shall be for a hiding place from the wind 


and a covert from the tempest, as the streams of water 
in a dry place, as the shade of a great rock in a weary 
land. 


And the eyes of them that see shall not be closed, 
and the ears of them that hear shall hearken. 


The fool shall no more be called: noble, 
crafty man said to be successful..—lIsaiah. 


In the protection from the ever driving, ever drifting 
sands of the desert afforded by a great rock, vegetation 
may take root and flourish; just so, in the vast wastes 
of life and history, have great men, here and there, by 
turning their backs upon the errors driving down from 
the past, made it possible that the nobler impulses should 
grow. Or if a stream enter a desert, it will fix the shift- 
ing sands and support a desert-subduing vegetation; even 
so, great men impart to the waste places of the human 
desert, hope and error-subduing life. 


Human nature, when natural, is the sweetest thing 
that grows on earth or in Heaven. It is not determined 
by the life of instinct driving it from within. It is free, 
and it tentatively determines, on an instructive basis, the 
habits or purposes that shall constitute itself. Here- 
in lies the possibility of truth and error, of good and 
evil, of happiness and misery, The truth is discovered in 
action that fulfills life and happiness; and error is known 
in action through the destruction and misery that ac- 
company it. Men are ultimate or eternal, but they slowly 
grow in a knowledge of the truth and in the achievement 
of the accompanying freedom and glory. History is but 
a sad account of men engaged in efforts, largely agonizing 
and fruitless, to live satisfactorily. A Napoleon or a 
Wilhelm asserts an incomplete or unsocialized desire and 
behold a mirage appears to mock the lives of millions. 
So many incomplete or false lives have been asserted and 
have seemed good that the past and! the present is a 
vast waste of life, a desert swirling with error. In the 
confusion of life the poor are called rich and the rich 
are called poor; the ignorant are called learned and the 
learned are called ignorant; the loyal is called disloyal 
and the one who is ruining a great cause in futile lying 
is called loyal; the worthless one is called a prince, those 
who are selfish and full of hate are called Christians, 
and in general the shrewd are called successful and fools 
are regarded as noble. It is now and has ever been as it 
was in the days of Isaiah, the soul of the hungry is 
empty and the drink of the thirsty fails and the people 
perish for lack of knowledge of what is really best. Only 
geat men can check error and make it possible for men to 
trust their visions. Abraham despised the idolatry of 
his fathers and by turning his back upon it thas been a 
protection until now of lives devoted to God. Amos 
arose against sinful and narrow ideas of Jehovah and 
his worship. Thereby he encouraged a healthy relig- 
ious growth of millions and he protects us even now irom 
many an error. For false ideas of God and his worship 
and current still to poison and waste the lives of men, 
Just so, Paul stands to oppose the notion that birth and 
obedience to commandments can save, and in favor of 
the truth that men can live a life worth while only in 
a loving devotion to God and men, a devotion preferred 
and joyful that needs no urging. In this stand he has 
removed fear and encouraged a fruitful life in millions 
who know and trust in him. And so every good man 


nor the 


protects from error and encourages natural growth of 
man. Plato, Luther, Mozart, Shakespeare, Tennyson and 
all of that great company protect and) nourish good ten- 
dencies in the lives of the hosts that know them. All 
advance in history is through its great men and through 
those who have known them. 

But Isaiah’s hope was chiefly fulfilled in the Man of 
Galilee. Jesus found Israel full of error and evil. They 
had eyes and ears. But these are mere instruments to be 
used well or ill. We see and hear entirely with our in- 
terests, our purposes, our desires. Only righteous men 
can hope to see God, Only those who imitate Him can 
appreciate Him. The Pharisees were good men. They 
were exceedingly anxious to please God in every detail 
of their lives. Paul was one of them. But in their great 
anxiety to please God! they contrasted themselves with 
“those who knew not the law,’ became proud and self- 
righteous, and hated Christ and those for whom he lived; 
living to save themselves, other men became as things, 
and they lost the opportunity to achieve stable lives in 
yearning with God over their fellow men. 

No Pharisee could see the Man of Galilee. As he 
walked among them, they rejected him and _ thereby 
judged themselves to be evil and selfish. There were 
many people better than the Pharisees, but among these 
even John the Baptist, the greatest of all prophets, while 
drawn powerfully to Jesus, saw him but dimly. All were 
hoping for a Messiah who could really save nobody, and 
they were looking for a Kingdom of God which would be 
a nation of proud and selfish men and women. 

Jesus spent his time in an effort to lead a few plastic 
followers to an appreciation of those, elements of char- 
acter that would permit of one being called either a Sa- 
vior ocr a member of the Kingdom of God. The baptism 
of John was not sufficient. It only required that men 
refrain from injuring others. Such must be born again, 
made all over. Men must not only refrain from injuring 
others, they must actively seek to awaken and then to 
satisfy the needs of others, and this through tribulation, 
and neglect, and persecution. They must not seek to 
be saved, but to save. Only thus may men come to know 
God and partake of the spirit that actuates Him. 

Only a few could be Jed by him to trust their highest 
impulses in the face of blinding hopes and errors sweep- 
ing down from the past. With His wonderful life he 
moved among men, but they could not see him. At their 
inability to trust and desire the glory of natural life in 
service, and the peace and joy of it, He wept on the 
Mount of Olives; and for the spiritual blindness and low 
desires that caused his loved people to reject and kill him, 
he suffered the awful agony in Gethsemane. - 

As the Rock of Ages, He still stands in a desert, a 
wasteful world, to protect and nourish the highest in all 
those who trust in Him. Only through careful and sus- 
tained effort learns to see and love Christ and to co-op- 
erate with Him in encouraging the good tendencies in 
men to grow, even in the face of the evil in them that 
would check and the indifference that would discourage 
effort; shall have stable and joyful life. He still lives 
to protect and help sweet human nature in its growth, and 
that error may not blight nor tyranny stunt it. In His 
protection, let us take courage, and hope and pray and 
start to work that more of the great desert be reclaimed 
to sustain the great Democracy of the future in which all 
shall enjoy the great Christmas spirit forever., 
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Origin of Chrisimas 


By O. F. CALL 


With the approach of Christmas every Christian soul 
should find cause to turn from his labors and spend a 
few hours in sweet recollection over the birth of Him 
who gave more to the human race than any other man 
or set of men before or since His time. 

The birth of Jesus, the deliverer of the human race, 
the divine link connecting human sympathy and love 
with the divine attribute of Deity, should be considered 
the most glorious event that has ever happened. This 
thot alone naturally arouses within us a deep feeling of 
appreciation for our present and most favorable condi- 
tions of life, for our freedom, our grand nation, our west- 
ern mountain home, which environment promises the 
production of great character, and as students we appre- 
ciate our glorious college life and a host of other things, 
the cause of which we trace to the divine work of the 
Master. 

The question as to the real date of the birth of 
Jesus has been one of much controversy and research. 
Some would have it in January, some in March, some in 
April, some in September, while others, of course, on 
December 25. The evidence of the true date is only tra- 
ditional and conflicting and confusing. In the earliest 
record we have of Christmas we find a few Christian 
communities celebrating January lst and January 6th, 
others March 29th, the time of the Jewish Passover, 
while others celebrate the 29th of September, at the time 
of the feast of the Passover. 

Before the reign of Constantine the churches in the 
Hast adopted the New Year as the period of celebration; 
thus the difference in the west and east churches. But 
later they agreed to adopt a common date and fixed on 
December 25th by an act of Julius I., who presided as 
Pope of Rome from 337 to 352 A.-D. From this it is 
obvicus that the date is purely arbitrary. 

Sir Isaac Newton, in his Commentory on the Proph- 
ecies of Daniel, says that the Feast of Nativity and most 
of all the other ecclesiastical anniversaries were originally 


fixed as cardinal points of the year, regardless of the in- 
cident which they commemorate, dates by which the 
lapse of time had become impossible to ascertain: e. ¢., 
the Annunciation of the Virgin Mary on the 25th of 
March, or about the time of the vernal equinox, the 
Feast of St. Michael on the 25th of September, near the 
autumnal equinox and the birth of Jesus at the winter 
solstices. 

It is generally agreed that the 25th of December is 
not the date of Christ’s birth, and a moment’s browsing 
over the annals of history of ancient customs and tra- 
ditions makes it clear that the great number of popular 
festive observances came about the time of the winter 
solstices, and from very ancient origin of which I shall 
speak later. This unanimity of celebratrou may ve as- 
cribed to general and natural feeling of joy which we all 
experience when the gradual shortening of the day reach- 
es its limit, about December 21st, and when the sun re- 
commences his upward course, announcing that the mid- 
winter has passed and that spring is approaching. 

By the ancient Romans this anniversary of the winter 
solstices was celebrated under the name of “Sturmalia,” 
wien even the slaves were set free for a while and homes 
beautifully decorated and presents given to friends. 

The northern countries celebrated the same time in 
honor of Odian and Thor, the gods of life and light. 
These celebrations were marked by great: feasts’ and 
merry-making. 

The early Christians found it difficuit to keep con- 
verts to refrain from these popular amusements. In this 
the church attempted to amalgamate the customs of the 
new and the old religions by transforming the heathen 
ceremonies into solemnities. of Christian festivals, thus 
a compromise was effected. 

Ingrafted thus from the ancient Romang, Saxons, 
Germans and Scandinavians, the results are the fusion of 


Christian and Pagan rights which go to make up our 
modern Christmas. 
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The Juniors’ Idea of the Spirit of Christmas 


Christmas—the day on which Christians commem- 
orate the birth of our Savior. What should it mean to 
anyone who has felt His guiding influence, His love and 
protection? The answer is found in His life. Did He per- 
form one act with a selfish motive in view? Did he cater 
to public opinion, even though it was contrary to His 
ideals? No, a thousand times no! Christ spent His en- 
tire life in serving His fellow men, in helpmg them out of 
the pits into which they had fallen, in teaching them 
higher ideals to work to. He was often heart sick and 
weary because so few appreciated) Him or gave Him a 
word of encouragement, but He continued His work with 
renewed strength of purpose, and scattered love and sun- 
shine more abundantly each day. He did not possess 
earthly riches, but He did have an endless supply of 
wealth and He gave of it freely. 

Fellow students, gold does not count. Anyone who 
has gold can give Christmas tokens and yet not have 


the true spirit of Christmas. If we have Christ’s spirit 
we shall give because it brings us real “appiness. The 


poor street urchin who gives no more than a cheery 


smile, a heart-felt ‘Merry Christmas” possesses more 
real love for his fellow men than the millionaire who 
gives grudgingly of his wealth. Earthly things decay, 
but a kind word and a smile live always. They can 
raise ‘a man from the depths of despair to a world of 
sunshine. 

Let us, then, in giving our Christmas remembrances, 
see that they are filled to the brim with good wishes 
and love, that we scater roses in the path of some 
brother that has fallen by the wayside. 

“Tt is not the deed we do, 

Tho’ the deed be ever so fair, 

But the love the dear Lord looketh for 
Hidden with holy care 

In the heart of the deed so fair,” 


Rubchusebghicht achukchehrdaeeeebeees 
Christ’s Great Lesson 


Our people believe that, “As man is, God once was; 
and as God is, man may become.” The question then 
arises, what does it mean to become “perfect as God is 
perfect?” How may we attain to the rank to which 
Christ attained? The general notion of God is that 
He is a supreme being and so far as we are concerned 
that He is all-wise and all-powerful. 


If that be true, His knowledge and learning includes 
all phases of life. He is a scientist, a philoshopher, a 
lawyer, a merchant, a sociologist, a statesman, a king of 
all. He has mastered all of these schools of develop- 
ment, has reached the top and is now in possession of in- 
finite power. His intelligence is so great and His power 
so majestic, that he was able to bring the elements to- 
gether and form the earth, upon it put life in many 
forms, which also might develop and grow. 

Here on earth He made a home for His children, 
so arranged and ordered things that they might de- 
velop and progress. The whole scene to shadow forth the 
thought that we, His children, are to have an oppor- 
tunity to become like Him. 

Thus we see what it means to become like unto God. 
And if this thought could be fully understood and ap- 
preciated, we should have the solution to most of the 


questions pertaining to success in life. Could we look at 


life from the point of view that we are to become like 
our Father in Heaven, we should have less trouble in 


knowing which direction to go. Could we realize how 


almost infinite must become our intelligence, how ma- 
jestic our power, how perfect our justice and love, I am 


quite sure our lives would be different from what they 
are. Our purposes, associations, occupations, indeed, 
every act of our lives would be affected if we could but 
keep in view our infinite destiny. 

And here is where we find the great lesson taught 
by Jesus. The main difference between Christ and us 
is that He realized the significance of this truth to such 
an extent that He was able to direct His efforts in that 
direction. He was able to appreciate the value of obey- 
ing the council of His Father. He knew that a fullness 
of joy and perfect happiness-came only through doing 
the will of the Father. In other words, He found the 


path that led to the Kingdom of God and then followed 
this path, realized the promise of becoming a God. 

Hence, in our search for the Kingdom of God, His 
example should be a lesson and an ideal for each one of 
us.—Dilworth Walker. 
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Christmas, with all of its joys and sorrows, has 
eome to us again. To those who have sorrows we say, 
Cheer up and be thankful for what you have. Your 
condition could be worse. Always look for the 
blessings and the sunshine and they will always 
be yours. 

Every little thought and act of ours goes to 
make up our general attitude toward life and things 
in general. Then let us be happy, and have a merry 
Christmas. Let us be happy in making others 
happy. Speak a kind word or lend a helping hand 
to those who are discouraged or have fallen by the 
wayside, and your joy will be a genuine Christmas 
joy. : 


ONLY A WORD 


So little and so easy to give! 

And yet that word, if spoken, might bring cheer 
and a little brightness to the life of some lonely 
person this Christmas day—a day which to them 
may hold little of joy, may even be but an empty 
name, a tantalizing phantom of the brain. 

Shall we pass beyond the beaten track and 
speak the word? 

Shall we make just a little effort to radiate 
the sunshine of our existence yet a little way be- 
yond our own firesides? 

Shall we devote a few minutes of the day to 
the gladdening of the heart of some wanderer who 
has no husband, no wife, no children, possibly no 
home? 

Only a word! 

But there are times in our lives when even a 


word is more precious than gold. 


We are happily surprised in the interest taken 
in the Christmas story contest. We had more stories 
submitted than usual, and the judges declared that 
they were the best elass of stories that they ever had 
the pleasure to judge. We thank the contestants 
and hope that they all feel well paid in the trial. 

An apology is due Miss Day for placing her 
name at the bottom of her story, ‘‘By the Doctor’s 
Orders.’’ 


WHY NOT “SWEAR ON?’’ 


(A New Year’s Message from the Editor.) 

“Why not swear on?’’ 

About this time of the year you hear people say- 
ing, ‘‘ Well, I’m going to swear off—’’ 

What? 

Mistakes—dishonesty—bad habits—! 

Spoken however lightly, swearing off is the 
frank acknowledgment of shame and. failure. 

You may talk about the honest confession that 
is good for the soul, but whoever made good in the 
world by NOT doing things? 

What man has ever left the world better and 
stronger simply because he has never made a mis- 
take nor a misstep? What counts in history, in 
business, in the home, in our social relations, in re- 
ligion, is the thing that is DONE. 

Don’t waste your time swearing off. Swear 
on, and the swearing off will take care of itself. 

Mistakes cannot be unmade by prayers or tears 
or by swearing off. So swear on something worth 
while for 1915. 

Swear on strength, power, achievement and 
success—not just money, or land, or trade, but the 
finest, highest form of success and power achieved 
by clean bodies, clean minds, clean hearts—the suc- 
cess which stirs not the envy, but the souls of men 
and woman with whom you deal. 

Swear on patriotism. 

You say you are glad you are an American. 
Well, show it by being a better American. 

While most of Europe is. engaged in a ruinous 
warfare, your government is protecting your life, 
your home and your means of livlihood. 

Show your appreciation by upholding your 
government and supporting national industry. 

Swear on love—for some one. 

The man who has no love in his heart will not 
keep his resolution to swear off. We all need some- 
one to work for. 

If you are already working for someone, work 
not grudgingly, but with love in your heart. 

If you swear on the successful spirit you will 
achieve power. 

If you swear on patriotism, you will live a 
clean, strong life for your country. 

If you swear on love, you will be living and 
working for the most vital thing in life. And you 
cannot fail.’’ 


GOOD WILL TO ALL 
No matter what the past has been, or the future 


may bring forth, we shall harbor no unkind thought 
of any human being this Christmas day. 
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Christmas in Germany 


The popularity of Christmas in Germany exceeds 


the popularity of all our holidays together, including 


birthdays. Christmas in Germany has become as popular 
as the phrase, “Made in Germany,’and it is not at all 


doubtful that the popularity of Christmas has been made 
in Germany. In the first place, as far as can be as- 
certained, the custom of Christmas trees originated with 
the Germans. According to an old legend this custoim 
dates back to the time when the German race was con- 
sidered part heathen. At that time it was believed that 
during the holy nights or the Christmas tide wood-fairies 
and dwarfs wandered about. The people in order to win 
their friendship would hang cakes and all sorts of ar- 
ticles on a tree before their door and then would light 
candles to attract their attention After the Christmas 
tide the tree would be brought in and the children given 
the remajining articles on it. Gradually the belief in 
the fairies died out, but the custom of having a tree on 
which to hang articles at Christmas time remained, and 
today there is not a family in Germany that does not 
have some sort of a tree—and is it any wonder, for they 
have all helped in immortaljizing the tree with their song 
“Oh, Tannenbaum.” 


Tannenbaum are brought into the city and set up 
in every available space. They can be had for twenty 
pfennings (about five cents) to several marks apiece, 
and those too poor to buy a five cent tree, obtain boughs 
and stand them up in bottles. In all open _ places 
booths are thrown up and market places started. These 
are called Christmaerkte or Christmas markets. At these 
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places decaqrating material and trinkets of all kinds can 
be purchased at a very nominal price, so that even the 
poorest of the poor are able to have their tree or twig 
decorated. The old custom of burning candles in order 
to entice the wandering spirits to them, still survives 
today in that the curtains are never drawn when the can- 
dies on the tree are lighted, 

The Christmas tree is the center of the Christmas 
Everything is brought in readiness by 
Christmas Eve. The family, especially the children, wait 
in great expectancy for the given signal. When this is 
given, a door opens into the room where the tree has 
been decorated and the presents laid cut for the im- 
patient children. Someone plays “Stille Nacht Heilige 
Nacht,” and everybody sings while they gather around 
the tree. They then sing “O Tannenbaum,” and while 
this is going on father dons the Santa costume and en- 
ters with his bag. This ceremony over, the children lose 
no time in investgating what has been put around the 
tree for them. They are at liberty to take their things 
and play with them as much as they like, but upon re- 
tiring they must replace everything under the tree and 
this is kept up until New Year’s Eve. Each night until 
New Years Eve the candles are lighted and if on that 
night there are any of them left they are lighted and 
left burning until they are burned uot and so ends the 
Christmas festival. 

A Christmas in Germany is an opportunity we all 
do not have, but let us be united in hoping that Christmas 
in Germany in the future will equal the German Christ- 
mas of the past. 


festivities. 
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Under the Sum a 
Christmas 


When the whirling snow was ialimg 
And the blast was raging wild, 

And a mother fondly calling 

The name of her dartinz child, 

We lowered the littie casket 

To its bed in the cold, damp elay, 

And, with hearts full of bitter sorrow, 
We silently turned away. 


V V 


Under the snow at Christmas 

A sweet little rose-bud sleeps, 
Alone in her dreary chamber 

The mother in anguish weeps. 

We are all with our rosy children, 
But she is alone tonight, 

And the dear little empty stockings 
Betoken the rose-buds blight. 


Under the snow at Christmas, 

In a room that is dreary and cold, 

On a soft and snow-white pillow, 

Rests the head with its crown of gold. 
Under the snow at Christmas 

A sweet little rose-bud sleeps, 

And what can come to the cheerless home 
That will comfort the one who weeps. 


Christmas bells are ringing, 
Children sweetly singing, 
Greetings, pleasant greetings, 
Make their round. 

Life is all for loving, 

Joys, wait but for choosing, 
All the ‘‘laughing loves’’ 
May here be found. 


Under the snow at Christmas 
The chaste little maiden sleeps; 
Alone in her little chamber 
The mother in silence weeps. 
Under the snow at Christmas, 
There where the banks are high, 
With a mind as bright as the morning light 
Sleeps the child that was born to die. 
—ALFRED OSMOND. 
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Oure--on a Christmas Day 


It was such a crisp, frosty night, this Christmas 
uve, The snow crunched under people’s feet like slices 
of delicious toast, and people’s teeth chattered like jingle 
bells, and people’s cheeks and noses gleamed like little 
clusters of holly berries. And happiness just bubbled 
over out of people’s eyes, as they rushed hither and 
thither in the jolly crowds, to purchase their eleventh 
hour Christmas gifts. 

Even the cripple selling pencils on the corner, looked 
glad, and as his pile of pencils grew smaller and smaller, 
and his stack of nickels grew larger and larger, his 
spirits grew lighter and lighter—as he thought of the 
merry Christmas in store for those at home. And in the 
little brown house where ten children lived with their 
widowed mother, there was a perfect lump of joy—for 
each of the ten did his best to make Christmas a day to 
be remembered—and there is something wrong when ten 
healthy children, all working for the same end, fail to 
accomplish it. Z 

But in the great stone house, all ablaze with light, 
there was nothing but gloom. To be sure, there was an 
enormous holly wreat in every window, but the lonely 
old man who lived in the big house with only a few 
servants, felt as though the world held nothing for him 
any more. He had wealth, all he could reasonably want, 
but what good did that do? It could not take away his 
awful rheumatism nor bring back his little daughter, 
who was lost to him. 

Christmas time, especially, was an. unhappy time, 
and brough back memories so poignant that he felt the 
old pain all over again, more crushing each year. And 
this particular Christmas Eve was no exception. He lay 
back in a great chair by the warm fire in his luxuriant 
library, and shut his eyes. Then came the recollection 
of earlier Christmases, when his baby daughter had- been 
the very sunshine of his days. He could feel her chubby 
arm around his neck as she whispered, “Good night, 
daddy, dear, go to bed early so Santa Claus can come in,” 
and he had taken per in his arms and held her close, a 
great thankfulness surging over him that she was his 
and had been spared to him in his grief, because her 
beautiful mother had been killed in an accident when the 
child was very small. 

And then later had come years of tall, slim girlhood, 
when she bound up her hair and lengthened her dresses—- 
and she had been much dearer to him then, for he was 
sick and her little services had been so sweetly per- 
formed that he fairly worshipped this daughter of his. 
The gentle seriousness of her grey eyes had reminded 
him so much of his wife that he sometimes liked to im- 
agine that it was she instead of her daughter. 

But when she was eighteen, just beginning to as- 
sociate with young folks, and bring them home to fill 
the house with their gay, care-free laughter and happiness, 
it had ended—all the hopes and joys he had cherished 
were shattered. She fell in love with a young musician, 
and had married him in absolute defiance of her father’s 
commands. The shock had almost stunned the old man, 
but his anger and resentment came to the rescue, and he 
had given orders that she was never to be mentioned in 
his hearing. Later he had read of her death and Jearned 
that she had left two little children, but still his stony 


old heart did not soften, and repentance had not come un- 
til too late. Years later he had secretly tried to find 
them, but the quest had been fruitless, and he had tried 
to forget. 

But at Christmas time he could not forget, for it was 
on Christmas Eve that the girl had left home. 

With a sigh he opened his eyes. A servant was pass- 
ing through the next room, and he called to him: “Morris, 
when the little paper boy comes, send him in.” And a 
satirical smile settled around his mouth as he thought 
of the happiness he had lost—and tried to make up each 
year by making the news boys’ Christmas a merry one, 
Last year when he had told the boy he would give him 
whatever he wanted, the answer had been that either an 
automobile or an airship would do—auto preferred, This 
had almost staggered the would be giver of heart’s de- 
sires, and he had vowed never again to make such a rash 
offer. But it was a different newsboy this year, so he 
would try again. He simply must do something to re- 
lieve the unbearable monotony— and the pain at _ his 
heart. 

An hour later and boy was brought in. He was cold, 
but his eyes sparkled, and he looked very happy, as he 
stood, awkwardly twirling his cap in his hand. 

The old man looked at him and he could not forbear 
a smile, the lad’s spirit was so contagious. 

“Well, lad, what’s your name?” 

“Ben,” was the brief reply. 

“Glad to know you, Ben. 

“Yes,sir, I know.” 

“Well, I'm going to play Santa Claus for you this 
year. That is,’ he added hastily, “If you do not want too 
much.” 

A look of incredulous surprise crept over the boy’s 
face. “Do you mean that I can have what I want for Christ- 
mas?” he asked, unbelievingly. 

The man smiled. ‘Yes, lad. I’ll try and give you 
what you want.” Sy 

The boy thought a moment. “There is something 
I wanted so bad, but I did not know who could give it 
to me. You see, I have a little sister, Vera, and she’s 
a cripple and can’t even go outside, so I have to tell her 
stories and read to her. And this Christmas I wanted 
to tell her the story of the Babe in the manger, but I 
can’t remember it, so if you will tell it to me, that is 
all ll ask. You know, I’ve saved up some money and 
bought her some books for Christmas, so it would be 
perfect if you’d tell me that story.” 

It was the old man’s turn to be amazed. 

“And is that all you ask for, when I tell you that 
I’ll give you something for yourself?” 

Ben laughed. “Oh, you couldn’t give me anything I’d 
like better than that, because it will make her happy, 
too.” 

Mr. Thomas thought a minute. ‘To tell the truth,” 
he confessed, “you couldn’t have asked for anything that 
would have embarassed me more. It has been so long 
since I read that story, that I’ve forgotten it.’ But, 
seeing the disappointment in the child’s face, he fin- 
ished, “But Ill look it up, and you can bring her here 
tomorrow and I'l] tell it to both of you.” 

The light is Ben’s eyes was more expressive than 


My name is Mr. Thomas,” 
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words could have been, and he turned and left without a 
word, 

Christmas day passed, as all days do pass, until the 
afternoon came, and with it the boy and girl. Ben carried 
the girl easily; she was such a tiny thing; and he put her 
Then he 
took a package out of Vera’s hand, unwrapped it and 
walked over and held out a lovely rose bud. “This is 
my Christmas present to you,” he faltered, “Vera has one 
she'll give you after the story.” 

The man took the flower and drank deep of its fra- 
grance. “Thank you, lad,” was all he said, but he 
meant it. 

Then he told them the story. His eyes were turned 
toward a picture on the mantel, and his voice was very low. 
It was a simple story, wonderfully told, and it went 


down in a chair before he spoke to the man. 


straight to the hearts of his little listeners. 

After this there was a silence. Then the boy stole 
softly out and returned with a violin, which he handed 
to his little sister. Still silently, she took the violin, 
and tucking it lovingly under her chin, began to play, 
and she played with such thrilling sweetness that the 
old man turned in wonder, and the eyes that met his 
so fearlessly, were very grey. 

And a moment later she stopped playing and opened 
a little locket hung on a thin chain around her neck. 
She studied it carefully and then timidly held it out to 
Ben. He took it and walked over to the man. 

“Why, Grandfather, it’s you,” he said simply. 

And the old man, with his arms around both of 
them, unconsciously repeated the last part of his Christ- 
mas story: 

“Peace on earth, good will toward men.”—L.c. 
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MISS MATTIE WOODBURY 
Winner of the Poem Contest 


Miss Woodbury’s poem, “Christ- 
mas Day,’ was the only one sub- 
mitted for the contest. She is a mem- 
ber of the Sophomore class. 


Oratorical Contest 
a Great Success 


Perhaps one of the most enthusiastic 
and evenly balanced oratorical 
tests in years was the event of last 
Friday, the winner, Miss Ida Thorn, 
receiving a special medal granted hy 
the Student Body. For 
activities have 


con- 


some time 


these been some- 


what shunned, not many entering, but 
in this contest four good live instruct- 
ive orations were delivered. The first 
speaker, Mr. Cordon, was eloquent 
and dramatic, but if a criticism 
were to be offered, I should say his 
gestures were somewhat studied and 
noticeable, as well as the jfect that 
in his subject he failed to leave us 
any lasting definite point for  in- 
struction. 

Mr. Guy Hafen was rather nstruct- 
ive, delivering in all a very able ad- 
dress. However, a little more _ en- 
thusiasm would be beneficial. 

Mr. Lee Huff also proved himself 
master of his subject, delivering a 
very interesting and able adédress; 
somewhat lofty, however. 

Miss Ida Thorn proved herself the 
“Samoan Rose,” completely  capti- 
vating her audience with her match 
less aratory. Her subject was in. 
teresting and unique, appealing to 
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MRS. CORRAL J. BLACK 


Winner of the Story Contest 


Mrs. Black’s story “Never too Late 
to Learn,’ which appears elsewhere 
in this issue, was declared by the 
judges to be one of the prize winning 
stories. Mrs. Black is a_ special 
English student. 

i Ss a ae ee 


MISS IDA THORN 
Winner of the Oratorical Contest 


oOo 
one’s finer senses, and opening our 
eyes to conditions in the fair land of 
Samoa. 

As a whole the contest was above 
the average, and we do not wish to 
discourage the losers as their subjects 
and their handling of them was fit 


for any contest. We hope to _ see 
them all back in February, again 
competing, but this time for the 


Washington Birthday Oratorical Med- 
al. : 


MISS HELOISE DAY 
Winner om the Story Contest 


Miss Day is a member of the Fresh- 
men class. Last year she carried off 
one of the first prize medals in one 
of our oratorical contests. 

In the Christmas contest of the 
White and Blue that closed Dec. 10, 
eight stories were submitted. The 
judges could not agree in awarding 
the first place, so it was decided to 
divide the honors between the two 
best stories. 

Fee i ates 


MR. DAISEN ROSS 
Winner of the Cover Design Contest. 


Mr. Ross handed in two of the three 
cover designs submitted. The one 
that appears on the cover of this issue 
was declared the best. 

iar 


January 5 the 15’s will hold another 
enthusiastic class meeting for the pur- 
pose of completing business held over 
from the last session. This meeting 
will concern every Fourth Year and’ 
all should deem it a pleasure to be 
there and take part in the discussions 
that are enjoyed by those who par- 
ticipate. A splendid) program has 
been arranged and a dandy time antici- 
pated.—Van. 

— —0 

A good Christmas present for your 
friend: The College Song, words and 
music at Students’ Supply. 

—_—0———————— 


We are nearer neighbors to our 
selves (han fwhiteness to snow or 
weight to stones.—Montigne. 
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~ Remarks on a Danish Christmas 


Even a Dane loves Christmas. Strange, too, this 


sweet, kindly reverence, when he should understand be- 
fore many others, the origin of the day. But this, proba- 
bly, why he loves it more. He is ashamed of the Amer- 
ican, whose mind is ever concentrated upon the “practical 
things” that he has never been disturbed by the awful 
rumbling wheels of war and the flashing fire of anger 
made by the mad gnait gods of the heavens, and who 


sees the holly as something green, knows not the mis- 
tletoe, the Yule log, nor the wassail bowl, save as their 
names appear in literature. 

The scientist and the unkind disbeliever have ex- 
plained away the enchanting beauties and mystic things 
which before crowded about the origin of Christmas 
time with its holy significance and they have left things 
barren and weathered. 

Oh, for a Danish Christmas in America. To hear 
of the giants end the gods once more—how they stormed 
the heavens with their unlimited powers as they rode 
upon the clouds from sky to sky, beating down subtile 
eneigjies of man. To learn how our. great physical 
forefathers please] and recompensed the geds for their 
wondrous valor,—how upon the ground in great ricks, 
the old Scand’navians prepared their pigs, native roots 
and beverages in mid-winter, when the sun had hid him- 


im a ecirele around the wondrous evergreen. 


self nearly all day and night. Imagine the great fires 
which were laid when the Yule log lighted up the whole 
surrounding village. 

To appease the gods who valiantly fought for life 
and love and to cause them to be pleased to return. to 
the “Burning Wheel,” the sun, from his annual hiding, 
these great forefathers ate, drank and made merry. 

The story of the feast of Saturnalia would surely 
ve heard before the glowing fireplace of a Danish 
“Landman” on Christmas Eve, as their merry children 
prepared their Christmas tree. 


Santa Claus would already have made his visit, or 
else he would appear while the merry children danced 
Songs of 
the Christ Child would displace all the weird feelings 
of the awful gods, and away from the remembrances of 
the Saturnalia’s feast into the spirit of the true God, the 
Christ would be borne into the sweet minds of the chil- 
dren as naturally as these heathen festivals have been re- 
placed by the great Christmas of our Lord and Savior. 

The Danes hold high festival from the Saturnalia, 
December 24, to Epiphany, January 6. All merchants 
close their business for at least three days of this time. 
The homes are beautifully decorated, the churches pre- 
sent scenes of the Christ Child’s nativity, and there is 
sweet peace on earth and good will toward men.—Nick. 
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A Letter From England 


Branch—Gt. Yarmouth, England, 
Dear Bro, Glade: 

Feeling that at the present time a 
short letter to a B. Y. U. professor 


and friend of the writer would be read 
with interest, and knowing of a possi- 
bility of contributing as a foreign cor- 
respondent to the readers of the 
White and Blue, in case its columns 
are a bit hungry, feel it my duty to 
make known the main events of a 
day’s history in this part of England. 
Part of the happenings were very ex- 
citing, while to my missionary part- 
ner and I the latter epoch making ex- 
periences were in a way quite humil- 
iating, yet very amusing. 

The eventful was Tuesday, and 
we arrived in Great Yarmouth 
on the North Sea, where we had pre- 
viously been laboring, iate that morn- 
ing. We had been at Norwich attend- 
ing the fall session of the semi-annual 
conference of this branch. As we 
entered the study room of our lodge, 
the landlady came hurrying in and 
asked if we had heard of the Germans 
trying to bombard Yarmouth. We in- 
formed her of our ignorance ut the 
matter and she began unraveling the 
story, stuttering in her excitement as 
she went along. 

At 6:45 a. m. while the city was still 
asleep a heavy thundering noise was 
heard. Soon it clapped again. The 
people got up and looked at the sky, 
but there were no clouds to be seen. 
Some tried to overlook the seemea 
mystery, and went back unaer the coy- 
ers, but next time the roaring kept up 
for a longer period and the houses 
yere slightly jarred from the concus- 
sion caused by the explosions. This 
aroused every person from his would- 
be slumber. One or more representa- 
tives of every family in the city were 
soon in the narrow streets, following 
the crowd. Their soluttun u: the con- 
ditions came almost immediately. As 
they reached the big “drive,” by the 
beach, smoke could be seen to raise 
as from the sea beyond the big sand 
bar, which runs parallel with and for 
miles along the shore. This bar is 8 
miles from the coast and between this 
end the mainalnd were a number of 
Fnglish “trollers” and one “man _ of 
war,” but they seemed perfectly satis- 
fied to stay where they were and mind 
their own business. The almost cou- 
*“~uous noise kept up for one hour ana 
fifteen minutes, and then quietness 
prevailed. Scon a fishirg pvvoat could 
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be seen to be coming in from around 
the bar at full speed. Everyone waited 
anxiously for its message. 

The revelation was that eight Ger- 


man vessels, four dreadnoughts and 
four destroyers, had suddenly appear- 
ed from an easterly direction. On com- 
ing in they slid something over the 
stern of the last ship, such actions be- 
ing made about every quarter of a 
mile—these were supposed to be 
mines. The German crews _ probably 
thinking the city closer than it was 
to the breaker, that they could do 
some bombarding; but they proved to 
be too far away. All vessels opened 
fire, and being confident of their good 
work kept it up as long as_ they 
thought wise, and then sailed off 
again in almost the direction from 
which they came. No damage was 
done to the city, as the closest shell 
burst some few rods from the Britania 
pier. The English “man of war,” how- 
ever, was hit and slightly damaged; 
one man being injured. 

There were signs placed at various 
points in the city, “North Sea closed.” 
By this we knew there would not be 
any fishing for a while, and that it 
best to grasp the opportunity of going 
down to the fish wharfs and yards to 
see how the fish industry is handled 
in one of Wurope’s foremost fishing 
centers, 

As we walked down the wharf we 
could see fishing boats lined up thick 
as they could stand, with ends to the 
large platform, which seemed to be a 
mile long, unloading herring. From 
here we went to the cleaning and 
packing yards. Scotch lassies are em- 
ployed for this work, and the rapidity 
with which they work is astonishing. 
The Scotch girls are built very husk- 
ily and their arms are as large as two 
of those of an ordinary American. 

From here we walked back afong 
the “drive” towards our tracting dis- 
trict. A few stops were made _ to 
watch the practice of the soldiers at 
the barracks. We also pointea out to 
the sand strip, trying to picture the 
morning scene, and were interested 
in discussing the proposition when two 
English police coming up from the 
back stopped us and asked our nation- 
alities. The prompt reply was Ameri- 
cans, but when they asked for our 
passports we had to inform them that 
they had been left at the lodge. We 
formed in twos, one policeman and 
myself in lead, and my partner and 
the other policeman following as we 
marched for the police headquarters. 


Soon we got quite a following, whicu 
grew very rapidly. 
The English people are great people 


to be on the street, and today after the 
excitement I believe there were more 
out than usual, The population of the 
city is 55,000, so you can imagine the 
way two Mormon missionaries would 
look marching down the street with 
two policemen, with the hiss of. “Ger- 
man spies” coming from the mouths of 
the populace as we pushed through the 
crowded streets. Upstair windows 
were opened and heads peeped out to 
find the cause of the excitement. 
Motor cars, cabs and wagons would 
slow down to take a look at us, and 
the passers-by would stop with open 
mouths and “gop” as long as they 
could see us. Soon it seemed as if the 
whole street were moving along be- 
hind us, and at times the war-like 
spirit manifested in their eyes was not 
the most pleasing to look upon. I tried 
to joke with my bodyguard to get him 
to laugh once in a while so the people 
would think we were friends, but he 
would not even smile. 


We knew everything would be al- 
right as soon as we got to the police 
headquarters, because we were both 
registered there. As we entered, the 
mob gathered around on both sides. 
The tram cars were blockaded and it 
took three officers a good hour to 
clear the crowd away. When they did 
move, part tnwe intz, rfkul12345612 
move part went into the closest stores, 
where they could look out of the doors 
and windows, while others scattered 
down the street. It is very difficult 
for you people in Utah to imagine the 
hatred and revengeful spirit that ex- 
ists against the Germans here at 
present. Signs are put out in differ- 
ent parts of the city which read: 
“Crush the Kaiser.” 

Well, we both arrived at the lodge 
safe and sound, but while on the way 
one old Jady followed us for a short 
distance crying, “Blow their brains 
out, theirs and all other foreigners.” 

Yesterday and today we have heard 
at different times of the two German 
spies caught here Tuesday. 

I am enjoying my labors very well, 
notwithstanding some _ persecution. 
but we are getting so we like that. 
We were trying our best to do our dutv 
and occasionally we find one who is 
trying to get the truth. We have it 
for him.. 

Very respectfully, 
Your brother, 
V. R. EKINS. 


TRY HOOVER’S CHOCOLATE NUT LOAF—MADE WITH PURE CREAM, FRESH PECAN NUTS AND RICH CHOCO. 


LATE COATING 
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15’s High School Class 


What is Christmas? To many it means the twenty- 
fifth of December, a day of gifts, greetings, festivities 
and merriment. To the high school graduating class of 
this institution it will mean a day of service and ret- 
rospection. What have we done during the past year that 
has been Christ-like? Has someone’s life been made more 
abundant by our efforts to serve? If we can say “ayes,” 
to these questions, then we are truly assimilating the 
life of our Savior. We must endeavor to use these 
memorable words of Christ as our criterion, “Inasmuch 
as ye have done it unto the least of these, my brethren, 
ye have done it unto me.” 

Just as the shepherds brought gifts unto the Christ 


Child, so we, in a similar manner, remember our friends. 
The true spirit of giving has been so misused that some 
give to receive. Christ gave His life because of His love 
for mankind. And so, in our small sphere, we can de- 
vote our lives to those things that enrich our fellow men. 
In serving humanity we are serving God. 

The Fourth Years have learned that each day must be 
a day of giving our best effort in helping others. 

Christ taught the way for us to perform this ser- 
vice. It is the Christmas wish of the Fourth Years to be 
numbered among His followers, t obear His name, learn 
of Him and love him. A true Christmas can be had in 
no other way.—Algie Eggertsen. 
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The Year’s Activities 
Bound in Leather 


How many of you would be in this 


institution, as students, if your educa- 
tion meant only grasping of the facts 
and theories which are presented. Of 
course, these are essential in prepar- 
ing you for future life, but there is 
another part of your school life, the 
social part, which is of more practical 
value. Every one of you, from Prep. 
to Senior, gets the greatest education 
from the spirit of the school itself, 
from the activities of the students, and 
from the many friends you make. 

Can any of you predict, with cer- 
tainty, that you will be allowed to re- 
turn to this institution next year, or 
prolong this happy period of your life? 
Many of you will enter the practical 
fields of life where you can not have 
your friends with you. Take some- 
thing with you to help remember them 
and keep in touch with the things of 
value which you have gained from 
your relations with them. 

Many of the things learned in your 
classes, you make note of, that you 
may recall it easier at a time when it 
may be needed, but how many of you, 
students, jot down the little daily hap- 
penings which at their time nay= been 
so amusing or instructive to you. 
There will be days in your life when 
you will be happy to recall them if 
you can, but do not trust your memory 
or they will became vague to you in a 
short time. 

The Student Body has seen the need 
of such a diary for your use and it, 
each year, appoints mez «<id women 
from its numbers who must spend 
much of their valuable time in collect- 
ing and arranging material in interest- 
ing form. These students have been 
appointed for this school year and all 
they ask in payment for their work is 
for you to show an interest 1n whaz 
they are doing. You students can aid 
them and sacrifice but very little of 
your time. You can help them, by 
bringing in your photos promptly when 
they are called fcr, in making contri- 
butions, of snap shots of students, 
grcups taken with your kodaks, or 
contributions of any interesting ma- 
terial which will add to the artistic 
or literary qualities of this book. 

We want this book, “The Banyan,” 
to be as much as it’s name signifies. 
We hope it will include all the stu- 
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dents and all the activitres which in- 
terest them, 

The Banyan staff intends that this 
annual shall cost the students and 
faculty no more than it costs to have 
it printed and we should like for every 
student in the University to be repre- 
sented in it in some way. 

Bring your pictures in now, so that 
the engravers can take time to do 
them justice. If you do not care to 
see your own picture, put it in for the 
sake of some one who thinks more of 
you than you do of yourself, 

We are at your service, fellow stu- 
dents, and we will give you your 
money’s worth, in a well bound year 
book if you will but show us that you 
are interested in what we are doing. 

L. A. 


(0) 
CHRISTMAS AND NEW 
YEARS EXCURSIONS VIA 
SALT LAKE ROUTE 


¥ 


Excursion tickets on gale at ali 
Utah stations on Salt Lake Route— 
December 18 to 25, ine., Dec 31 and 
January 1.—Return limit January 4, 


17’s DANCE BIG SUCCESS 


According to the promise of the 
17’s, on Friday, December 11, they 
most certainly gave the best dance 
that has been given this year. Not 
the largest, but the best. There were 
just enough students present to have 
a grand, good time. 

The letter ‘“T,” 
the appropriate class 
Trust and Triumph,” was the cause 
of considerable inquiry in the moarn- 
ing devotional exercises, as it was 
used tc write the advertisements on of 


which stands for 
motto, “Try, 


the evening social. 

The hall was beautifully decorated 
with the class colors, white and pur- 
ple, which gave a magnificent effect, 
The lights were lowered and white and 
purple globes were used. This added 
greatly to the artistic arrangement of 


the decorations. Al] the features of 


the evening were original amd the 
program was especially new in atr- 
rangement and design. The class in- 
troduced the idea of having several 
members of the class give a dance 
as an introduction to the committee. 
This was very successful and the new 
students especially expressed their ap- 
preciation of it. Refreshments were 
served. All participants of the social 
pronounced it as the best they had 
ever attended. 

Note: This report was delayed un- 
til this issue as the paper had gone to 
press shortly before the social took 
place. 

——<—${—_Q)-—__—_—_——_—"_ 
JOLLY MYSTERS 


We are the Myster girts, 
We are the Myster girls, 
High Oh, the derry, Oh! 
We are the Myster girls. 


Have you ever heard that little re- 
frain before? If you haven’t you 
weren’t out last Friday night when the 
Mysters did appear. Seven-thirty was 
the time; Mrs. D’s the place, and the 
Myster's the girls. 

They took the Ellen by storm and, 
after an hour enjoyably spent there, 
they returned to their “home,” (Mrs. 
D’s) where the corn popper was 
called into service. At ten-thirty 
they repaired to the 17’s dance and 
just removed their hats in time for 
“Home, Sweet Home,.’’—Fern. 


Put Up Chy Sward 


“Put up thy 
Christ once more 


sword,” the voice of 


Speaks in the pauses of the cannon's 
roar. ** * 

Oh, men and brothers! Let that voice 
be heard. 

War fails; try peace; put up the use- 
less sword! 

Fear not the end. There is a story 
told. 

In eastern tents when autumn nights 
grow cold, 

And round the fire the Mongol shep- 
herds sit 

With grave responses listening unto 
it. 

Once, on the errands of mercy bent, 

Buddha, the holy and benevolent, 

Met a fell monster huge and fierce or 
look, 

-Whese awful voice the hills and for- 
ests shook. 

“Oh, son of peace!” the giant cried, 
“Thy fate é 

Is sealed at last, and love shall yield 
to haite.” 

The unarmed Buddha looking with nu 
trace 
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Of fear or anger, in 
face 

In pity said, “Poor friend, even thee 
I love,” 

Lo, as he spoke the sky tall warrior 
sank 

To hand breadth size; 
horrence shrank 

Into the form and fashion ofr a dove, 

And where the thunder of its rage 
was heard, 

Circling above him sweetly sang the 
bird. 

“Hate hath no harm 
rang the song, 


the monster’s 


the huge ab- 


for love,” so 


“And peace unweaponed conquers 
every wrong.’—Whittier. 
0- 


Lifted Burdens 


The camel at the close of day, 

Kneels down upon the sandy plain 

To have his burden lifted off 
And rest again. 


My soul! Thou, shouldst to 
thy knees 

When daylight draweth to a close 

To have thy Master lift the load, 


And grant repose. 


too, 


The camel kneels at morning dawn 
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To have his guide replace the load, 
Then rises up anew to take 

The desert road. 
So shouldst thou 


dawn, 


kneel at morning 


That God may give thee daily care, 
Assured that he no load too great 
Will make thee bear. 
—Anne Vaughan. 
-O- 


A Geacher’s raver 


Make me respect my material so 
much that I dare not slight my work. 

Help me to deal very honestly with 
words and witb people because they 
are both alive. 


Teach me to see the local color 
without being blind to the inner 
light. 

Give me an ideal that will stand 
the strain of weaving into human 
stuff on the loom of the real. Keep 


me from caring more for books than 
for folks. 

Steady me to do my full stint of 
work as well as I can, and when that 
is done stop me, pay what wages 
thou wilt and help me to say, from a 
quiet heart, a grateful amen! 

—-Henry van Dyke. 


16’s HIGH SCHOOL CLASS 
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17’s H. S. Class 


RESULTS OF THE 
DEBATING TRYOUTS 


Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday 
afternoons something interesting was 
going on in 21 C, 


Sixten ambitious students were ex- 


hibiting their forensic ability, and 
each was trying to convince the 
judges that he should be chosen to 
nepresent the school in one of our in- 
tercollegiate debates. 

The tryouts were in the form of 
four formal debates. The single tax 
question, used far the tryout, was dis- 
cussed thoroughly. 

The contestants comprised all 
grades of college students and also 

‘several high school students. The 

tryouts were a good expression of 
wholesome rivalry, and it was hard 
for the judges to make decisions. 

After a little debate among them- 

-selves, the judges arranged the suc- 
cessful contestants as follows: 

To debate the University of South- 
ern California: Clarence Baird, K. N. 
Parkinson. 

To debate the University of Nevada 
and the U. A. C.: H. Roland Tietjen, 
George Cordon. 

To debate the University of Utah: 
LeRoy Hafen, Robert Irvine. 

Results are sure to come our way 
with these representatives. 

—$—_9—_—___———— 
HEINDSELMAN OPTICAL 
AND JEWELRY COMPANY 
TO GIVE GOLD MEDAL 


Mr. Heindselman has consented to 
award the winner of the Washington 
birthday oration a gold medal, on 
which will be inscribe@ the winners 
Name and the occasion on which it 
was won. 

A specially designed medal is being 
arranged for, which will be appropriate 
as an oratorical medal. 

We all know the quality of Mr. 
Heindselman’s goods and can look for 
something of high standard. 

ee a eee 
DER WEIHNACHTSMAN WAR DA 


A half hundred Germans were pres- 
ent Thursday night in the Art Gallery 
to meet and greet der Weihnachtsman 
on his arrival from Deutschland. The 
trip must have been hard, but from all 
appearances he stood it well. He 
was not lacking at all in avoirdu- 
pois, especially in that region south- 
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east from the tenth thoracic vertebrae. 
This triangular appearance no doubt 
was due to the German “etwas an- 
deres” that had jolted to one side. 


He came with his pack well filled 
with toys, nuts and candy for «au 
“die Kinder” who could make the Ger 
man curtesy properly and tell him 
their name and age “auf Deutsch.’ 
The poor old man was often disgusted 
with the answers he received, especi- 
ally when one lady told him she was 
thirty and seven years old ind un- 
married. 


Any artist would have been delight- 
ed with the opportunity of painting 
the picture presented arter the toys 
had been distributed. There was Rob. 
Hinckley spinning his top, Brock- 
bank bouncing his ball, Miss Gilleespie 
blowing her horn, Hardy sucking the 
head off his horse and all the other 
happy ones playing with their special 
prizes, 

All were so filled with the spirit of 
the occasion that they tairly made the 
walls ring with “ O Tannenbaum” 
and “Stille Nacht” before saying good 
night to the welcomed visitor. 

Walter. 
, 


ASSOCIATED COLLEGIANS MEET 


The semi-monthly yrogram of the 
Associated Collegians, held Wednes- 
day, December 16, was given under the 
auspices of the Juniors and, typical 
of similar meetings it was an “ap- 
plauded success.” The following is the 
program rendered: 

Sweet Hour of Prayer. .Congregation 


PPE IN St want ots tahots Sa icle oe Hyrum Harris 


To the Wild Rose (McDougal), Organ 

SOlO sa qe ME KG eeee os ok Miss Roylance 
Teftette (Lusian), Violin Solo........ 
James White 


ee ey 


Tomorrow, Vocal Solo...2..2.s.%.... 
Se eterc ly vitae Weta a Ss Prof. C. R. Johnson 
sa apel See Pres. Brimhall 


This prerogrative we have of re- 
laxing our sterner attitudes in the 
soothing atmosphere of music and, 
led by the expressions of deep-seated 
sincerity, see the unfolding realities 
of that bigger life, is a privilege dis- 
tinctive of our school. 

Mr. L. E. Eggertsen, superintendent 
of the Provo city schools, was the 
speaker of the day. For an hour he 
held the association under the spell of 
his words. The theme of his discourse 
vivified by examples drawn from the 
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THE SYMPHONY 
ORCHESTRA 


A hope that has existed ever since 


the music department of the institu- 
tion was organized was realized last 
Monday evening when our B. Y. U. 
orchestra rendered in a very pleasing 
“Fifth 


Music students realize that 


manner, Beethoven's Sym- 
phony.” 
a symphony is the highest form of mu- 
sic and it takes an exceptional or- 
chestra with a vast variety of instru- 


ments to render one successfully. 


Most people who attended the con- 
cert, even though they do not profess 
to be musical, are sincere in saying 
that they enjoyed the Beethoven mu- 
sicale best of all. 

Miss Borg, an old B. Y. U. student, 
rendered some very good numbers in 
a free and easy style. 

We are always ready to hear Prof. 
Lund, and the Schubert songs are 
general favorites. 

As a whole, it was one of the good 
things that we have an opportunity 
of hearing.—Merline. 


field of experience, was “Growth 
from Within.” And, as the keynote 
sounding the underiying principle 


of this, he quoted a message from 
President Young,“Teach the spirit of 
God in all things.” This was the 
charge of President Young to Dr. 
Karl G,. Maesar, and it became the cor- 
ner stone for the existence of our 
church school system, 

Growth from within, Mr. Eggertsen 
told us, is our strongest safe-guard 
against existing evils. The one inevi- 
table period of our lives will be the 
facing of temptation, and the only en- 
during bulwark we can build! against 
such a time is that which comes thru 
the exercising of our souls. Just as 
the clear stream can be traced but a 
short distance in the same channel 
with the muddy one, so truth is apt 
to be over-shadowed by sin. Then to 
avoid confusion in recognizing the 
true purpose of life, we must seek that 
higher self-protection. 

Thru his easy, but convincing at- 
titude, our speaker completely capti- 
vated the entire assembly. We as- 
sociaite him with the high ideals of 
our university. This was a rare op- 
portunity. Come again, Brother Eg- 
gertsen. You are welcome.—Rep. 
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Student Body 
Officers Appointed 


The Student Body now has a com- 
plete corps of officers, The baseball 
managership, which was left vacant 
by the resignation of Clarence Baird, 
has been filled by the appointment 
of Elbert Huish to that position. 
Huish is a man of considerable base- 
ball experience, executive ability, and 
has the good will of the entire Stu- 
dent Body, and especially with the 
boy with the national game proclivi- 
ties. With Huish for manager and 
the united Studlent Body back of him, 
how can the baseball pennant escape 
us in the spring? 

Stanley Clark has been appointed 
assistant baseball manager. Stanley 
is known as a congenial scout and is 
a good man to have connected with 
this popular activity. 

Wm. Oliver, commonly known as 
“Billy,” is assistant manager of the 
basket ball team. Billy’s record was 
the roller which noiselessly slid him 
into this position, 

Of the track and field, Clarence 8. 
Boyle has been appointed the assist- 
ant manager. Nothing but good re- 
ports have been heard of Boyle and 
the Student Body rests easy on hav- 
ing a good man in its service. 

“The manager of tennis shall be a 
girl. It shall be her duty to look 
after the girls’ interests in tennis.” 

For this position Ruth Taylor of 
tennis fame has been cnosen. You 
girls, with the tennis bee in your 
bonnets, express yourselves as freely 
as you wish to this new official. 

O 
BOARD OF CONTROL NOTES 


Several measures worthy of your 
attention have been acted upon by 
the Board of Control in the last few 
weeks. The most important are the 
following: 

That the Banyan editor and busi- 
ness manager whi are successful in 
putting out a creditable self-support- 
ing Y annual shall become Banyan 
honor men, and receive some Y, sug- 
gestive of their line of work and con- 
tribution to the Student Body. 

Four new officers have been created, 
namely, assistant mamagers of the 
three major sports, basket ball, base- 
ball, track and field, and in the minor 
It shall be the duty 


sports, tennis. 
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of these assistant managers to help 
and assist the managers of their re- 
spective activities when it is neces- 
sary, These officers shall be  ap- 
pointed by the Board of Control, 
———0o 
WASHINGTON’S BIRTHDAY 
ORATORICAL' CONTEST 


A gold medal will be given to the 
student who delivers the best oration 
on Washington’s birthday, February 
22, 1915. 

It has not been definitely decided 
who shall give the medal yet, but 
the Board of Control at its last ses- 
sion pledged that if no business man 
or firm in town accepted the privil- 
ege of giving this medal the members 
of the board would. 

New is the time w commence 
your work on _ this. The subject 
should be in keeping with the oceca- 
sion; it should have some direct rela- 


tionship to the life of our country 
father. 
0 
FRESHMEN. 


(With apologies to Longfellow.) 
To the tune of “The Sun Dance.” 
You shall hear how all the Freshmen 
Of the B. Y. U. in Provo, 
Came to school one morning early, 
While the snow was faling gently. 
While the air was keen and crispy, 
Wearing caps of green so jaunty. 
Looks of pride they wore, these Fresh- 
men, : 
Though the Seniors 
chuckled; 
Though the 
threatened, 
Though the Sophs looked soft and 
puzzled, 
All undaunted still we wore them 
In the snow and in the sunshine, 
In the hall and in the crassroom. 
Till we almost learned to Year them 
When we went to bed at night-time. 
So the time came for our party, 
Time, too, for the concert; migutily 
We feared because of conflict, 
But our brave and big chief Hanchejtt 
When he saidi, “Now, my good people, 
Overalls, and caps, and aprons, 
Put them on, and we will sally 
First to hear the splendid music 
The sweet singing and the playing 
At the concert, spend an hour; 
Then to our tree and games, return 
So it was as our chief lead us 
Led us to the front seats, where we 
Heard the street strains floating, danc- 
ing, ; 
Floating on the air of evening 


laughed and 


Juniors’ grinned and 


Oh so softly, gently murmuring 
Then the lou dand crashing music 
Of the climax of the Symphony, 
When 'twas over quickly ran we 
Off, away, to the land of childhood 
And with Santa Claus were playing 
Till teh midnight hour approaching 
Made us think of home ana 1 ssons, 
So a song we sang of friendship, 
Gave to all our Christmas greeting, 
Wishing all a gladsome Christmas, 
And a Happy, Bright New Year! 

E. E. N, 

Clie atelbecei ne ae SUE 
England has a Lion bold, 
Russia has a Dragon, 
Germany has a Coat of Arms, 
But the Freshie has his Cap of Green. 
England says, “Long Live the King!” 
Germany says, “Germany, Germany 
Over All.’ 
Russia says, “Our Czar is great.” 
But the Freshie says, “Play 
keep busy; 

Stick together.” 


fair; 


Kind reader, are you a Freshman? 
If yom are, you’re a lucxy good fellow. 
If not—? r 

Do you know that the Freshman 
class of this year is the largest in the 
history of the school? The registrar 
tells us there are 165 students register- 
ed up to date as Freshmen. About 125 
of this number are rear, nve Fresh- 


men. Ccme on, the rest of you, ana 


“wake up to what a Freshman calls 


real life. 

It has been rumored by some of the 
High School students that a number 
of the Freshmen have joined the High 
School classes, but we can not think 
that is true. 

Why should a college student jom 
the High School? There is notning to 
be gained by that. 

Come out and show yourself. 

Your class needs you, and you need 
the class. Let us tell you what we are 
doing and what we are going to do. 
We are having some of the best class 
meetings and parties that can be had 
in the school. 

We are playing a very prominent 
part in debating and athletics. 

Did you see the basket ball game 
our Y men had with Weber? Was n 
not worth while? Four of the seven 
Y men are Freshies. 

We are equally strong in all 
other athletic activities, 

Come on, shy little Fregshie, 
join your class. 

The class that wears the Green. 

Hanchett. 


the 


and 
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NOT SO SERIOUS 


The parlor sofa holds the twain, 
Miranda and her love-sick swain, 
He and she; 


But hard a step upon the stair, 
And papa finds them sitting there, 
He and she.—Ex. 
a nee 
Oh, Santa: — 
Anybody that is looking for a re- 
“Him,” 


choice 


membrance for can find a 


number of and exclusive 


things here that will be appropriate, 


eppreciated and ‘just the thing” 
Yours truley, 
ORA BAILEY, 
——_ Oo 
My Santa: 


Would you be so considerate at 
to furnish me a “goat-ee,” to match 
my little—“moustache,” 

ROBT. H. HINCKLEY. 


——0—_—_ 


Santa: 

In order that the “fuzz” on Vernie’s 
face may be recognized, I shall need 
a microscope. 

MARGUERITE HUISH. 
So eee 


Dear Santa: 

In recognition of my valiant efforts 
and great deeds during my last year 
of existence, I request with all due 
humility that you send me a new en- 
gine that will enable me to develop 
a little more speed. 

Humbly yours, 
BIRD FINLAYSON, 
pcos St Ne. 


Dearest Santa: 

During the past year my vocabu- 
lary has become somewhat “rusty,” 
not due to lack of thought, but rather 
to lack of words in the language. 

Yours truthfully, 
JAMES A. BULLOCK, 
0 
My Dear Santa: 

Please send me a “Baby Doll,” as 
the one I had has deserted me 

Unless you send me one, I shall be 
left in the cold. 

As ever yours, 
ATKIN 


———o 

I have never had a policy. I have 
simply tried to do what seemed best 
each day as each day came.—Lincoln. 


HOOVER’S 


Santa Dear: 
Kindly present me with a “Bugle,” 


as the one I possess cannot be thor- 
oughly distinguished and understood. 
Forever yours, 
DILWORTH WALKER. 
——_O0—————_- 


To live, to work, to help and to be 
helped; to learn sympathy througu 
suffering, to learn faith by perplexity, 
to reach truth through wonder— 
behold! This is what it is to prosper, 
this is what it is to live—-Phillips 
Brooks. 

—_ 0 


God has connected the labor which 
is essential to the bodily sustenance 
with the pleasures which are health- 
iest for the heart: an while he made 
the ground stubborn he wmiade its 
herbage fragrant and its blossoms 
fair—John Ruskin. 

——_O——————_ 
Think not ambition wise because ’tis 
grave, 
The paths of glory ‘ead but to the 
grave; 
—Gray. 


——— 

—Sir William Davenport. 

What is ambition? ’Tis a glorious 
cheat, 

—-Willis. 

Only destructive to the brave and 
great. 

—-Addison. 


——_0——_ 


What’s all the gaudy glitter of a. 


crown? 
—Dryden. 


——o 
The way to bliss lies not on the beds 
of down. 
—Francis Quarles. 


FOR STEAMING HOT MEXICAN 


THE WOMAN FIGHTER, 


She comes the martial 
scene, 

With flashing eye and warlike 
mien, 

Determiniution in her tread 

And cousternation round ber 
spread. 

The lust of battle in ber look, 

And uo resistance will she brook, 

A sigu while she and battle live, 

No slightest quarter will she 

give. 


upon 


Roused to action, forth she 
comes 

Krom all 
homes, 

Irom rich and poor, from high 
and low, 

Straight into action doth she go. 

No obstacles she heeds that rise, 

No siege she fears before ber ‘ 
lies, 

And swears she, sure as she has 
life. 


She will be victor in the strife. 


the nation’s varied 


An empty basket on her arm 

Her pledge and signal is of 
harm 

She uims to do, 
blows 

Upon the stealthy greed which 
goes 

To make pretense of world’s dis- 
tress 

The prices of its food to press. 

The woman knight who fights 
for homes, 

Aroused to arms, she fighting 
comes. 

—Baltimore American. 


in smashing 


THE PIPING PAN. 
My gouts are ut play in the pas- 
ture, 
They are cropping their dow- 
ery food. 
And Pan is a-piping—I hear him 
Deep down in the shade of the 
wood. 


I can see him through briars 
and branches, 
Perched up on the ledge of a 
rock, 
Where he pipeth a ditty diviner 
Than shepherd e’er sang tv his 
flock. 


Go, my goats, where the grass 
is the greenest 
And the rose running over 
with dew: 
Take the tenderest tips of the 
blossoms 
While Pan is a-piping for you. 
—Jane Minot Sedgwick. 
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Eat Hansen’s Hot Pies and Tomales 


P ELLEN. THEATIAR 


| | TUESDAY DECEMBER 22 , 
| Matinee at 4 P. M. 


Electic Features Present 
AMERICAN PATHES MASTERPIECE 


When Rome Ruled” 


. | : Five Reels 


(Costumes and settings Historically correct) 


The capturing (alive) of a ; 
SEE FEROCIOUS LION SEE, 

The Christian woman in the 

DEN OF LIONS! 


No advance in prices 


‘There’s a Reason” 


Cheapest 
That’s Good 


ee ee a i es 2 ee ee ee ee 
a aE a ik Dy ES EGS EES EV er Sa 
Our Goods 
And Cost LE’ 4 
No More 


EVERYTHING IN DRY GOODS 


| “YEAR 1914-15. «canna 1914-15 


IF IT’S IN PROVO THE NEW YORK CLOTHING COMPANY HAS IT. 
SUITS, MEN’S, LADIES’ AND CHILDREN'S SHOES FURNISHINGS, ETC. 
TRUNKS, SUIT CASES AND EVERYTHING FOR THE STUDENTS. 


NEW YORK CLOTHING COMPANY 


| ONE PRICE TO ALL. NEVER UNDERSOLD. 


ed 


TAYLOR BROTHERS CO. 


The Big Department Store 


We Carry the ! 
Best That's 
Made and the 
! 


;UOSPIY CS,W9U],, "AOPAGE Gd A19DU0IZDZIUOD S,UDSUBL JISIA 


Eat Hansen Catering Cos’ Pastry. 


Christmas Specials in all Departments 


FOR FINE EATING CANDIES CALL AT HOOVER’S. MADE FRESH EVERY DAY IN* OUR KITCHEN. FANCY 
WAFES AND PARTY STRAWS, ETC., MADE TO ORDER, FOR PARTIES, ETC. 


E. R. Brimhall . | ral 


DRAYAGE AND TRANSFER 
Piano Moving a Specialty. 
658 EAST THIRD SOUTH 

Phone 473. 


Larson & Nygreen 


ART PHOTOGRAPHERS 


Visit our new and Finest 
Studio in the City. 


COLUMBIA THEATRE 
BUILDING. 


Martin Auto Service 


Private and Pleasure Parties 
ERN MARTIN, Proprietor. 
WE MEET ALL TRAINS 
Any Part of the City 25c. 

CALL PHONES: 346 OR 150. 


BEEBE 


Lumber Co. 


Have a complete line of Brass 
Hinges, Locks, Hasps, Corner 


Braces and Catches suitable 


for chests and drawers. 


PHONES 105 AND 105 
Utah. 


The 


Fancy Millinery 


STYLE and BEAUTY 
Bertha Ross 430 W. Center 


Provo, 


——__ 
IE —— ee —E ae 

0 
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Spencer's Cafe 


H. C. SPENCER, Prop. 
The Home of Quality and 
Coffee. 

Catering to Ladies and Gentle- 
men. Our Chili has made us 
popular. Boosters and Con- 


sumers of Utah Products. 
62 WEST CENTER STREET 
Telephone No. 442, 
PHONE 73. 


et Your Pennants Now 


While we've got a good sup ly. 


Students SupplyAsso-iation 


————— 


Hardware, 
Guns 


Fishing Tackle 
and Ammunition 


SPORTING GOODS 
W. H. Freshwater 


136 WEST CENTER STREET PHONE 123 


When. wanting anything in the GROCERY LINE Call up 


Bailey Bros. Company 


We deliver to any part of the city. 266 W. Center 


Bi ieee Ce 


ALL THE BEST KINDS OF COAL LUMBuR, LATH, SHINGLES, 
PORTLAND CEMENT AND MALTHOID ROOFING. 
160 W. FIFTH NORTH PHONE 232 
J. M. HARMON, Pres. J. W. DUNN, Mgr. 
A SQUARE DEAL TO ALL OUR PATRONS 


. Tf It's New We Have It. 


Our Specialty---Dressing The Student 
Fletcher & ‘Thomas 


Simply This--- 
If you want ATHLETIC GOODS that are GOOD 


GUNS that will SHOOT at PRICESE that are RIGHT 
Wire or Call 


Western Arms and Sporting 
Goods Company SALT “Lait 


Send for our large catalogue.. it is FREE. 


TRY HOOVER’S HOT MEAT PIES. THE*Y’RE GREAT. 


KNIGHT TRUST & SAVINGS BANK 


CAPITAL $303,000.00 
JESSE KNIGHT, President. R. E. ALLEN, Cashier. F. G. WARNICK, Assistant Cashier. 


Conducts General Banking Business, Commercial and Savings. Four Per Cent Interest paid on Savings 
Deposits. Accounts of B. Y. U. Students solicited and careful and courteous treatment assured. 
UNITED STATES DEPOSITORY FOR POSTAL SAVINGS. 


Student Roomers Ba ker Lum ber 
tip Sites a wiciors/9 ~ COMPANY 


A little Gas Cooker would prepare your meals PHONE 21 
in jig time. DO NOT MISS IT 
O R - =o : 
GAS COOKE te Se Build New Houses 


GAS HEATER - $3.50 
D. W. HAMILTON 


GAS OFFICE PHONE 295 Manager 


Ballet Siippers 


and Gym Shoes 


that the style, in all the 


the fit and the 
pia wanted styles. 


quality are ac- 
tuall in the 
y Prices right for 


Shoes. Popular 
Prices. yon 


’ 


Our success mee a ae 
ES due to the fact 


At present the University of Utah is composed of five schools: 

1. The School of Arts and Sciences, 2. The State School of Mines, | 

3. The State School of Education, 4. A School of Medicine, and 

5. A School of Law. 
In each of these schools, thorough and practical cours:s are offered, so that a young man or woman may re- 
ceive training for almost any chosen vocation. 

The schools have more than a million dollars worth of buildings and equipment, and in their Faculties 
are representatives of the best universities of this country and Hurope. All of these advantages and others, 
which we cannot describe here, are placed at your service, almost without charge, as soon as you are prepared 
to receive them. Full information will be sent on request 


YOU ARE ENTITLED TO 


Merchandise of Superior Merit 


We can and do supply all your needs in 
LADIES’, MISSES’ AND CHILDREN’S COATS, SUITS AND DRESSES; SHOES, UNDERWEAR, HOSE, DRY 
GOODS AND NOTIONS. Absolutely right in Style. Superior in quality. 
AT POSITIVELY THE LOWEST PRICES. LET US PROVE THIS TO YOU. 


FARRER BROTHERS & CO. 


SEND YOUR ORDERS TO HOOVER’S FOR BRICK, PLAIN ICE CREAM AND SHERBERTS FOR PARTIES, ETC. 


2 University of | Utah, Salt Lake City a 
| 
i 


O. H. Berg & Son 


Established 1870. 
PROVO’S LEADING FUNERAL 
DIRECTORS. 

PHONE 378. 47-49 E. CENTER 
PROVO, UTAH. 


LUCIAN L. NOYES, D. D. S. 
Residence Phone, 82-X 

9 to 5:30. 

Rooms 3 and 4, Farmers’ & 

Merchants’ Bank Building. 


Hours: 9 to 12; 1 to 5:30, 
Dental Parlors over Commer- 
cial Bank, Provo, Utah. 
O. K. HANSEN, D. D. S. 


J. H. DAVIS, D. D. S. 


N. H. NELSON, D. D. S. 


Office Hours: 9 to 12; 1 to 5. 
380 West Center. 
Phone 155-W. 


If there is a place where | 
can get my Dental work done 
for less money and good work, 
| want to krow it. 

ALBA DENTISTS 


Full Set of Teeth ....... $8.00 
Getde Crown 22%... - «dex. -. $3.C0 
Bridge: Work’ 0. i... sone $3.00 


The place where you can get 
teeth extracted without pain. 
OVER HEDQUIST DRUG NO. 2 


DR. G. W. EKINS 


Dentist. 
Hours from 9 a. m. to 12 and 1 
p. m. to 5:30. Phone 453. 


Over Irvine’s Store, Aca. Ave. 


PROF. C. W. REID 
Piano, Voice and Pipe Organ. 
Advanced Piano Students 
Trained to Teach. 
PHONES: 
Residence, 696-W. Studio, 384. 
Studio: 
COLUMBIA THEATRE 


DR. RUFUS LEIGH 
Dental Surgeon. 
Former Instructor in College of 
Dental Surgery, Ann Arbor, 
Mich. 


hea and Orthodontia 
Rooms 11 and 12, Farmers’ and 
Merchants’ Bank. Phone 265-J. 


LATE COATING 


Office Phone 82-W. 


Special attention given to Pyorr- 


oe 


EN 


STYLISH 
SCHOOL 
.. SHOES 


ALL THE NEW STYLES 


$5.00 Men's 
$4.00 Menls 
$3.50 Men’s 
$3.00 Ladies’ 


Shoes...... $3.98 
Shoes... .. > $3.50 
Shoes......$2.98 
Pat. Shoes. .$2.25 
$3.50 Ladies’ Pat. Shoes. .$2.98 
$5.00 Ladies’ Pat. Shoes. .$3.98 

We will save you from 50c 
to $1.00 on every pair pyought. 
from us. 


48 BUSY S TORES 4 


EQUIPMENT 


A man equipped with fault- 
less apparatus knows that his 
victory or defeat, THEN lies 
entirely with himself, and his 
efforts to uphold his personal 
standard as an athlete, will be 
placed at the limit. The limit 
meas success. 


A. G. Spalding & Bro. 


27 EAST SECOND SOUTH 
Salt Lake City. 


Hotel Roberts 


W. D. ROBERTS, JR., Prop. 


EUROPEAN PLAN 


Special Students’ Breakfast 


and Lunch, 35 cents. 


200 S. Academy Avenue, Provo 


Moore 


Drug Company 


Everything that is kept in a 
First-class Drug Store. 
Our Prescription Desk is the 
most complete in the county. 
WATCH FOR OUR HOLI- 
DAY DISPLAY. 


52 WEST CENTER. 


Provo Tea & China 
Company 


OUR NEW FALL GOODS 
ARE HERE 


Come and Get Prices 


—________—_ 


Get Ready 


For the Indoor 
Months 


SEE OUR WINDOWS 


Johnson Paint and 
Glass Company 


Hair Goods and 


Switches, 
Toilet Articles. 
115 N. ACADEMY AVENUE. 


Provo Meat & 
Packing Co. 


(The Store That Always 
Makes Good) 


Fresh and Curede Meats, Re- 
tail Fish and 
Oysters in Season. 


and Wholesale, 


Staple and Fancy Groceries. 


IF IT’S IN THE MARKET, 
WE HAVE IT. 


—o 


TRY HOOVER'S CKOCOLATE NUT LOAF—MADE WITH PURE CREAM, FRESH PECAN NUTS AND RICH CHOCO- 


ALWAYS ON TOP 


In catering especially to all clothing wants of B. Y. U. students we have based our principles on the “come 
’ back again” plan. Many call us the “B. Y. U. Store.” 


W ood-Clifton Mercantile Co. 


ROCHDALE MERCANTILE COMPANY 


IT’S NOT WHAT YOU PAY, IT’S WHAT YOU GET FOR WHAT YOU PAY THAT COUNTS. WE SELL 
YOU WHAT YOU WANT FOR WHAT YOU OUGHT AND WANT TO PAY. 
ASK ABOUT IT. 


E. J. WARD & SONS COMPANY | 


MANUFACTURERS OF AND DEALERS IN 


BUILDING MATERIAL OF ALL KINDS 
BUILDERS’ HARDWARE 


COLUMBIA MUSIC AND JEWELRY CO. 


New Address: 176 WEST CENTER STREET PHONE 99. 
Home of the Students and the Place to buy all your Music, Stationery, Books, Pennants, and Post 
Cards. Fine line of Watches and Jewelry just added. 
Best Service Guaranteed. (lf It’s New We Have It) 


TICKETS. ON: SAIGE 


December 19, 20, 21, 22. Return Limit February 28 
December 29. Return Limit March 7. 

IT’S SUMMER ALL WINTER IN CALIFORNIA ’ : 
Tickets permit Stopovers and Diverse Routes, 


Eastern Excursions 


: . : TICKETS ON SALE: : a 


¢ 4 TO CALIFORNIA AND RETURN 


November 21 and 23, December 19 and 22. Return Limit 3 Months. 


To THROUGH SLEEPERS TO PRINCIPAL EASTERN POINTS 
Rates from Provo: a : 5 

bene 0 ee $22.50 For Information, Train Schedules, ete., call on 
Omaha ci i ecwene antes ten <G4000 Cc. E. EGGERTSEN, Agent, Provo, 

Kaheas. City nk eign owen: $40.00 

Sit. Pash °3)- 20 crea are eon te as $53.86 or write 

GINCABC bj fina Wan wenic tate: $59.72 

Ct bile? ue ee $51.20 J. H. MANDERFIELD, A. G. P. A., Salt Lake City. 


COME VISIT OUR REMODELED PARLORS, FINISHED IN MAHOGANY TO MATCH OUR BEAUTIFUL FOUNTAIN 
HOOVER’S PALACE OF SWEETS FOF FINE CONFECTIONERY 


“a 
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